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SCENE. TE 
the Play in Scotland ; and, 


land ; through the reſt 
3 


ACT 
SCENE, an open Place. 
Thunder and Lightxing. Enter three Wi tches. 


YM Wiren. 


H E N ſhall we three meet again? 
| In thunder, ghtuing, or in rain ? | 
2 Witch. hurly burly's done. 
PN 


3 ud That will be e' er ſet of Sun. 
1 Witch. Where the place? 
2 Witch. Upon the heath. 
3 Witch. There I a | 
1 Witch, I come, I come, Grimalkin.—— 
2 Witch. Padecke, calls ——anon ! 
Al. Fair is foul, and foul is fair, 
Hover through the fog and filthy air. 
[They riſe from the Stage * 


SCENE changes to the Palace at Foris. 


Enter King, Malcolm, Donalkain, Lenox, with at- 
ſtendants, meeting a bleeding Captain. 


"oy PT is man is that ? he can report, 
y his plight, of the revolt 
The neweſt Rate. 


Mal. This is the Serjeant, 
* Who 
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—_—__ like wa and hardy ſoldier fought | 
aptivity. Hail, bail, Brave friend! 
Soy wo the Ki the knowledge of the bol, 


As thou didft leave it. 
Cap. Doubtful long it ſtood : 
As two ſpent ſwimmers that do cling together, 
And choak their Art : the mercileſs Macdonel | 
(Worthy to be a Rebel; for to That | 
The multiplying denies of nature 
Do ſwarm upon him) from the weſtern iſles 
Of Kernes and Gallow-glaſſes was ſupply d; 
And fortune, on his damned quarry ſmiling, 
Shew'd like a rebel's whore. But all too weak : 
For brave Macheth (well he deſerves that name) 
Diſdaining fortune, with his brandiſht ſtee!i! 
Which frnoak'd with bloody execution, 
Like Valour's Minion carved out his paſſage, 
ill he had fac'd the ſlave ; 
Who ne'er ſhook hands nor bid farewell to him, 
Till he unleam'd him from the nave to th' chops, 
And fix'd his head upon our battlements. 
King. Oh, valiant Couſin ! worthy Gentleman 
Cap. As whence the Sun 'gins his reflection, 
Shipwracking ſtorms and dell thunders break; 
So from that Spring, whence Comfort ſeem'd to come, 
Diſcomfort ſwell'd. Mark, King of Scotland, mark ; 
No ſooner Juſtice had, with valour arm'd, 
Compell'd theſe ſkipping Kernes to truſt their heels ; 
But the Nerweyan lord ſurveying vantage, 
With furbiſht arms and new ſupplies of men 
Began a freſh aſſault. 
Cing. Diſmay'd not this 
Our Captains, Macbeth and Banque ? 
Cap. Yes. 
As ſparr n or the hare, the lion. 
If I fay ſooth report, they were 
As cannons overcharg d ; . 
So they redoubled flroaks upon the foe : 
Except they meant to bathe in reeking wounds, 
Or memorne another Golgotha, 
J cannot tel. 


But I am faint, my gaſhes cry for help 


King. 


_——— — 


* 
: » - 
— —— Z 
1 


8 
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The Tragedy of Macbeth. 4 
King. So well thy words become thee, as thy wounds: 
Ty imack of honour both. Go, get him turgeons. 


Enter Roſſe 4 — 


Zut who comes here ? 


| Mal. The worthy Thane of Roſe. 
Len. What haſte looks through his eyes ? 

So ſhould he !ook, that ſeems to ſpeak things lange. 
Roſſe. God ſave the King! 
King. Whence cam'ſt thou, worthy Thane ? 
Reſſe. From Fife, great * 

Where the — Banners flout the . 

And fan our people cold. 

Norway, Buber with numbers terrible, 


Aſſiſted by that moſt diſloyal traitor 


The Thane of Catzvdor, gan a diſmal conflict; 
Till that Bellona's bridegroom, lapt in proof, 
Confronted him with ſeli- comparitons, 

Point againſt point rebellious, arm gainſt arm, 


_ Curbing his laviſh ſpirit. To conclude, 


The victory fell on us. 
King. Great ſs! 
Roſe. N Now Sweno, Norway's King, craves compoſi- 


Nor would we deign him burial of his men, 

Till he diſburſed, at Saint Colmes-kil/-ille. 

* thouſand dollars, to our gen ral uſe. 

ng. No more that Thane of Cawdor ſhall deceive 


Onttim int'reſt. Go, pronounce his death ; 
And with his former Title 


greet Macbeth. 
Rofſe. VII ſee it done. 
King. What he hath loſt, noble Macbeth hath won. 
[Exeunt. 


SCENE 8 to the Heath. 
Thunder. Enter the three Witches. 


1 Witch. HERE haſt thou been, ſiſter? 


2 Witch. Killing (wine. 
3 Witch. Siſter, were thou ? 
A 3 1 Witch, 


3 e nes, 


| He huſband's to 1 * maſter o th NH 
But in a fieve I'll 7 5. re. 
And like a rat without a tail, 


I' do— TI do—and Fl do. 


2 Witch. Vl give thee a wind. 
1 Watch. Thou art kind. 

3 Witch. And I another. | 
1 Witch. I myſelf have all the other, 


3 A 
Var eve nine times nine, 
Shall he dwindle, peak and pine : 
his bark cannot be loſt, 
Yet it ſhall be tempeſt- toſt. 
Look, what I have. 
2 Witch. Shew me, ſhew me. 
1 Witch. Here | have a Pilot's thumb, | 
Wrackt as homeward he did come. [Drum within. 
3 Witch. A drum! a drum! 
Macbeth doth come ! 
All. The Weird fiſters, hand in head, - 
| Poſters of the ſea and land, 
Thus do go about, about, 
Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, 
And thrice again to make up nine 
Peace!———The Charm's wound up. 


Enter Macbeth and Banquo, with ſoldiers and other at- 


tendunts. 


Mach. ts fond end is © dev | have nas form. 
Ban. How far is't call'd to Foris *—What are theſe, 
So wither'd, and ſo wild in their attice, 


That 


> who nei 


The Tragedy of Macbeth. 7 
That look not like th'inhabitants of th” earth, 
And yet are on't ? Live you, or are you aught 


That man may queſtion ? You ſeem to and me, 


By each at once her finger laying ; 

Upon her ſkinny lips ;—You ſhould be women; 

And yet your beards forbid me to interpret, 
Ly 0 ? 

Mach. Speak, if you can; what are you? _ 
1 Witch. All hail, Macbeth ! hail to thee, Thane of 
__ Glamis! 3 

2 Witch. All hail, Macbeth ! hail to thee, Thane of 

Cawdor ! „ 


z Witch. All hail Macbeth, that ſhalt be King here- 


ſtart, and ſeem to fear 


Ban. Good Sir, why do you 


Things that do ſound fo fair? Pth' name of truth, 


Are ye fantaſtical, or That indeed edn Witches. 

Which outwardly ye ſhew ? my nobler 

You greet with preſent grace, and great prediction 

Of noble Having, and of royal Hope, | | 

That he ſeems rapt withal ; to me you ſpeak not. 

If you can look into the Seeds of time, 

And ſay, pgs by car and which will not ; 
beg, nor fear, 


favours, nor hate. 
1 Witch. Hail! * 
2 Wuch. Hail! 
3 Wich. Hail ! | | 
1 Witch. Leſſer than Macbeth, and greater. 
2 Witch. Not ſo happy, yet much happier. 
3 Witch. Thou ſhalt get Kings, tho thou be none: 
So, all hal, Macbeth and Banguo ! | 
I o_ Banquo and Mac — * | 4 
Mach. Stay, imperfect Speakers, tell me more; | 
By Sinel s els Key no Pm Thane of Glamis; | 
_ of Cawdor ? par po dy Cawder lives, 
p'rous gentleman ; and, to be King, | 
Stands not within the proſpect of belief, | 
No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from whence 
You owe this ſtrange intelligence? or why 
Upon this blaſted heath 3 
\ 4 


ms 3 
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With ſuch prophetick Greetings ?—ſpeak, I charge you · 


[Witches vaniſh. 


Ban. The earth hath bubbles, as the water has ; 

And theſe are of them: whither are they vaniſh'd? 
Mach. Into the air: and what ſeem'd corporal 

Melted, as breath, into the wind | | 

Would they had ftaid! 


Ban. Were ſuch things here, as we do ſpeak about? 


Or have we eaten of the Inſane root, 
That takes the Reaſon priſoner ? 
Mach. Your children ſhall be Kings. 
Ban. You ſhall be King. 


Mach. And Thane of Cawdor too; went it not ſo? | 
Ban. To th' ſelf ſame tune, and words; who's here? 


Enter Roſſe and Angus. 


 Roſſe. The King hath happily receiv'd, Macbeth, 
Wr 

hy venture in the t, 
His wonders and his praiſes do contend, 
Which ſhould be thine, or his. Silenc'd with that, 
In viewing o'er the reſt o th ſelf · ſame day, 5 
He finds thee in the ſtout Norweyan ranks, 
Nothink afraid of what thyſelf didit make, 
Strange images of death. As thick as hail, 
Came Poſt on Poſt ; and every one did bear 
Thy praiſes in his kingdom's great defence; 
And pour'd them down before him. 
An. We are ſent, 
To give thee from our royal Maſter, thanks; 

Only to herald thee into his ſight, 

Not pay thee. 8 

Raſſe. And for an earneſt of a greater honour, 
He bade me, from him, call thee Thane of Curzvder : 
In which Addition, hail, moſt worthy Thane ! 
For it is thine. 

Zan. What, can the Devil ſpeak true? 
Mach. The Thane of Cawdor lives; 


| Why do you dreſs me in his borrow'd robes ? 


Ang. Who was the Thane, lives yet ; 
But under heavy judgment bears that lite, 8 
uch 


Do you not hope, your children ſhall be Kings ? 


Without my ſtir. 
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Which he deſerves to loſe. Whether he was 
Combin'd with Norway, or did line the Rebe! 
With hidden help and vantage ; or that with both 


| He labour d in his country's wrack, I know not: 


But treaſons capital, con feſs d, and prov'd, 


Have overthrown him. 


Mach. Glamis, and Thane of Cawdor! [Abd. 
The greateſt is behind. Thanks for your pains. 


(T2 Angus. 
[To Banquo. 


| When thoſe, that gave the Thane of Cawdor to me, 
Promis' d no leſs to them? 


Zan. That truſted home, | 

Might yet enkindle you unto the Crown, 

Beſides the Thane of Cawdor. But tis ſtrange: 
And oftentimes, to win us to our harm, 


The inſtruments of darkneſs tell us truths, 


Win us with honeſt trifles to betray 'us 


la deepeſt conſequence. 5 
Couſins, a word, I pray you. [To Roſſe and Angus. 


Macb. Two truths are told, [ Ajide. 
As happy prologues to the ſwelling act | 
Of the Imperial theme. I thank you, gentlemen —— 
This ſupernatural Sollicitiag - 
Cannot be ill; cannot be good. If ill, 


Why hath it giv'n me earneſt of ſucceſs, 


Commencing in a truth? Tm Thane of Cawdor. 
If good; why do I yield to that ſuggeſtion, 
Whoſe horrid image doth unfix my hair, 


- And make my ſeated heart knock at my ribs 
Againſt the uſe of nature? preſent feats 


Are leſs than horrible imaginings. 
My thought, whoſe murther yet is but fantaſtical, 
Shakes ſo my ſingle ſtate of man, that Function 


Is ſmother'd in ſurmiſe; and nothing is, 


But what is not. 
Ban. Look, how our Partner's rapt! 
Macb. It Chance will have me King, why, Chance 
may crown me, ES. [Afede. 


Ag Ban. 
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Ban. New Honours, come upon him, 


Like our ſt garments cleave not to their mould, 
But with the aid of uſe. 


Mach. Come what come may, 
Time and the hour runs thro' the rou oheſt day. 
Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we ſtay upon your "yg 


Mach. Give me your favour : my dull brain was 


With things Srgpr Kind gentlemen, your pains 
Are regiſtered where every day I turn 


'The leaf to read them Let us tow'rd the King ; 
Think, upon what hath chanc'd ; and at more time, 


[To Banquo. 
(296 Anke hg ee ſ] 
„ Sun ah * _ 


1 
— come, friends. 11 
SCENE changes to the Palace. 


Nuri b. Enter King. Malcolm, Donalbain, Lenox, 
N and attendants. 


King. 


nn 
Or not thoſe in commiſſion yet return'd ? 
Mal. My liege, 


Ne yet come back. But I have ſpoke 
Wi I who did report, 


— — forth 
plor S's pardon, et fort! 
impor our High — hs life 
| Became him like the leaving it. He dy'd, 

As one, that had been ſtudied in his death, 
To throw away the deareſt thing he ow'd, 
As twere a careleſs trifle. 

King. There's no art, 
To fo the mind's confoatiice is the face 


He was a gentleman on whom J built 
An abſolute truſt. 


Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Roſſe, and Angus. 
O worthieſt Couſin ! The 
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The fin of my ingratitude e en now 

Was heavy . me. Thou'rt ſo far before, 

That ſwifteſt wing of recompence is flow, _ * 

To overtake thee. Would thou dſt leſs deſerv'd, 

That the proportion both of thanks and payment 

Migh t have been mine ! only Ive left to ſay, 

Mor eis thy due, than more than all can pay. 

| Mach. The ſervice and the loyalty 1 owe 

In doing it, pays itſelf. Your highneſs's part 

Is to receive our duties; and our duties | 

Are to your throne, and ſtate, children and ſervants ; 

Which do but what they ſhould, by doing every thing 

Safe tow'rd your love and honour. 
King. Welcome hither : - 3 

I have begun to plant thee, and will labour 

To make thee full of growing. Noble Banguo, 

Thou haſt no leſs deſerv'd, and muſt be known 

No leſs to haye done fo : let me enfold thee, 

And hold thee to my heart. 

Ban. There if I grow, 

The _ is your own. 

Kine. nteous joys, BB 

— in fu mo 4 hide themſelves 

In drops of ſorrow. Sons, kinſmen, Thanes, 

And you whoſe places are the neareſt, know, 

We will eſtabliſh our eſtate upon 

Our eldeſt Malcolm, whom we name hereafter 

The Prince of Cumberland: which honour muſt, 

Not unaccompanied, inveſt him only ; 

But ſigns of Nobleneſa, like ſtars, ſhall ſhine 

On all diſervers. Hence to Inverneſs, 

And bind us further to you. 12 
M.cb. The reſt is labour, which is not us d for you; 
PI be myſelf the harbinger, and make joyful 

| The Hearing of my wife with your approach ; 

So humbly take my leave. 8 . 

" Ring. My worthy Cacador ! 
Mach. The Prince of Cumberland that is a ſtep, 

On which I muſt fall down, or elſe o'er-leap, {A/ide. 

For in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires ! 


Let not light ſee my black and deep deſires ; 
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The eye wink at the hand! yet let that be, 
Which the eye fears, when it is done, to lee. 


Exit. 


King. True, worthy Banque ; he is full lo valiant ; 
And in his commendations I am fed ; 
It is a banquet to me. Let us aſter him, 
Whole care is gone before to bid us welcome : 


It is a peerleſs Kinſman. | — Exeunt. 
SCENE changes to an Apartment in Mee, 
Caſtle at Inverneſs. 


Enter Lady Macbeth alone, 4vith a letter. 


Lady.” 


have learn'd by the perfefteſt report, they 
bade more in them than mortal knowledge. When I 


burnt in dire to queſtion them further, thy made them- 


ſelves air, into which they wan1ſb'd. While I flood rapt in 


the wonder of it, came Ma/ſives from the King, who all 


hailed me Thane of C:wdor ; by which title, before, theſe 
weird ſi Mer; { riuted me. und referr'd me to the coming on 
of time, qwith hail, King that ſhalt be! 3 [ bave 


thought ed 4 4 the (my dur ＋ 2 of 


Greatneſs) that thou mini ſt not loſe 24 of rejoic- 


a ing. by being ignorant of what G — is 5s promis'@ | 


thee. Lay it to thy heart, and PI 


Glamis thou art, and Cazuder and ſhalt be 

What thou art pron d. Vet do [| fear thy nature; 

It is too ful: o'th' the ilk of human kindnels, 

To catch the neateſt way I hu wouldit be great; 

Art not without ambition ; ; bit without 

TT he illneſs ſhould acicad it. Vhat thou wouldſt highly, 

That wou!dit thou holily ; wouldit not play falſe, 

And yet wouldit wrongly win. I hou'dſt have, great 
Glamis, | 

That which cries, ** thus thou muſt do, if thou have i it; 

And that which rather thou doſt fear to do, 

han wiſheit ſhouid be undone.“ Hie thee hither, 

That I may pour my ſpirits in ti. ine ear, 

And chaſtile with the valour of my tongue 

Ali that impedes thee from ih golden Round, 

Which fate and meiaphyſice aid doth ſeem 


To have thee croun d wichal. | Enter 


HEY met me in the Day of ſucceſs ; and I 


— — 
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Enter Meſſenger. 
What is your tidings? 
M.. The King comes here to-night. 
Lady. Thou'rt mad to fay it. | 

Is not thy maſter with him? who, wer't ſo, 
Would have inform'd for preparation. . 
 Meſ. So pleaſe you, it is true: our Thane is coming, 
One of my fellows had the ſpeed of him; 

Who, almoſt dead for breath, had ſcarcely more 

Than would make up his me ſſage. 
Lay. Give him tending ; os 

He brings great news. I he raven himſelf is hoarſe. 
| Exit. Meſ. 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan | 
Under my battlements. Come. all you Spirits 
That tend on mortal chonghts, unſex mc here; 
And fili me, from the crown to th' toe, top-full 
Ot direſt cruelty; make thick my blood, 
Stop. up th' acceſs and paſſage to Remorſe, 

Ila no compunctions viſitings of nature 

Shake my fell purpoſe, nor keep peace between 
Tu' effect, and it. Come to my woman's breaſts, 

And take my milk for gall, you murth ring min ters! 
Where: ever in your ſightle“ ſubitances 
You wait on nature's miſchief.— Come, thick night ! 
And pall thee in the dunneſt imoak 9 bell, 
That my keen knife ſee not che wound it makes 
Nor kcay'n peep through the blanket of the dark, 
To cry, hold, hold! PL 


Enter Macbeth. 


Great Glamis ! worthy Cawdor! [Embracing him. 
Greater than both, by the all-h:il hereaiter ! 
Thy letters have tianſported me beyond 
This 1gn'rant preſeut time, and I feel now 
The future in the inilant. 
Mach. Deareſt love, 
Duncan come hel to night. 


Lady. And when goes hence. 


Mach. 


* . C S.< > 0 0 
—— — —-—̃ —— — 


Shall Sun that morrow ſee ! = 
Your face, my Thane, N where men 
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Mach. To-morrow, as he purpoſes. 
Lady. Oh, never 


May read ſtrange matters. To beguile the time, 
Look like the time; bear welcome in your 


eye, 
Your hand, your tongue ; look like the innocent flower, 
But be the ſerpent u 't. He, that's _— 
Muſt be provided for; and you ſhall 


This Ou great buſineſs into my dach. 
Which to all our nights and days to come 


Give ſolely ſovereign ſway and maſterdom. 
further. 


Mach. We will ſpeak 
Lady. Only look up clear: 
To alter favour, ever, is to fear. | 
Leave all the reſt to me. [Exeunt. 


s EN E., before Macheth's Cofle-Gate. 


Hauthoys and Torches, Enter King, Malcolm, Donalbain, 


_ Lenox, Macduff, Roſſe, Angus, and Atten- 


7 HIS Caſtle hath a pleaſant ſeat ; the ait 
Wi Nimbly and ſweetly recommends i it ſelf 
Unto our gentle ſenſes. 


Ban. is gueſt of ſummer, 


The temple ke martlet, does approve 
By his low d manſionry that heaven's breath 


Smells wooingly here. No jutting frieze, 
Buttrice, or coigne of vantage, but this bird 
Hath made his pendant bed, and procreant cradle : 


Where they molt breed and haunt, I have obſerv'd, 
The air is delicate. 
Enter Lady. 


King See, ſee! our honour'd Hoſteſs ! 


The 2 that follows us, ſometimes is our trouble. 


Which ſtill we thank as love. Herein I teach you, 
How you ſhould bid god-eyld us for "us pains, 
And thank us for your trouble. 


Lady. All our ſervice 


(in 
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(In every point twice done, and then done double,) 
Were poor and ſingle buſineſs to contend : 
Againſt thoſe honours deep and broad, wherewith 
Your Majeſty loads our houſe. For thoſe of old, 


And the late dignities heap'd up to them, 


We reſt your hermits. "7 
King. Where's the Thane of Cawdor ? 


We courſt him at the heels, and had a purpoſe 
Io be his purveyor : but he rides well, 


And his great love, (ſharp as his ſpur,) hath holp him 


To's home before us: fair and noble Hoſteſs, 
We are your gueſts to-night. 


Lady. Your ſervants ever 


Have theirs, themſelves, and what is their's in compt, 
To make their audit at your Highneſs' pleaſure 
Still to return your own. 1 


King. Give me your hand: 
Conduct me to mine Hoſt, we love him highly; 
And ſhall continue our graces towards him. | | 
By your leave, Hoſteſs. IeEexeunt. 


| SCENE changes to an Apartment in Macbeth's Caftle. 


Hautboys, Torches. Enter divers ſervants with diſbe: 
and ſerwice over the Stage. Then Macbeth. 


Mach. IF it were done, when tis done, then twere well 
It were done quickly: if the aſſaſſination 
Could tramel up the conſequence, and catch 


With its ſurceaſe, ſucceſs; that but this blow 


Might be the Be-all and the End - all Here, 
But here, upon this Bank and Shoal of time, 5 
We'd jump the life to come. But, in theſe caſes, 
We ſtill have judgment here, that we but teach 
Bloody inſtructions; which, being taught, return 
'To th' inventor. Even-h Juſtice 
Returns th' ingredients of our poiton'd chalice 
'To our own hps. He's here 1n double truſt : 
Firſt, as I am his kinſman and his ſubject, 

Strong both againſt the deed : Then, as his 
Who ſhould againſt his murth'rer ſhut the door, 
Not bear the knife my ſelf. Beſides, this Duncan 


Hath 


| 


That tears ſhall drown the wind. 
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Hath born his faculties ſo meek, bath been 


So clear in his great office, that his virrues 
Will plead, like angels. * „ againſt 
The deep damnation of his taking off: 
And Pity, like a naked neu- born babe, 


Striding the blaſt, or heav'n's cherubin hors'd 


Upon the ſightleſs courſers of the air, 
Shall blow the horrid deed in ev'ry eye; 
I have no 
To prick the ſides of my intent, but 7 * my 


ſpur 


Vaulting Ambition, which o'er leaps it 
And falls on th' other— — 


How now? what news ? 
lach. He's almoſt ſupp'd: why have you left the 


Mach. Hath he aſted for me? 


Lady. Know you not, he has? 2 


Mach. We will proceed no further in this buſineſs, 


| He bath honour d me of late; and I have bought 


Golden opinions from all fort of people, - 


| Which would be worn now in their neweſt gloſs, 


Not caſt aſide to ſoon. 

Lady. Was the hope drunk, Fre, 
Wherein you dreſt your ſelf? hath it ſlept ſince ? 
And wakes it now, to look fo green and pale 
At what it did to freely ? from this time, 

Such I account thy love. Art thou airaid 

To be the ie in thy own act and valour, 
As thou art in deſite? wouldſt thou have That, 
Which thou eſteem'ſt the ornament of lite, 

And live a coward in thine own eſteem ? 


Letting I dare not wait upon I wwould, 
Like the poor Cat i th. Adage. 


Mach. Pr'ythee, peace: 
I dare do all that may become a man; 
Who dares do no more, is none. 
Lady. What beaſt was't then, 
That made you break chis ente prize to me? 
When you durſt do it, then you were a man; 


And 


4 ˙6Cn , — kͤ— 


The Trapedy of Macbeth. 
And (to be more than what you were) you would 
Be ſo much more the man. Nor time, nor 
Did then co-here, and yet you would make both : 
They've made themſelves ; and that their fitneſs now 
Do's unmake you. I have given ſuck, and know 
How tender Sa to love the that milks me 
I would, age it was ſmiling in my face, | 
Haye from his boneleſs 

And 3 had I but ſo ſworn 

As you have done to this. | 
Mach. It we ſhould fail? 
2 bs fail ! 


your conney the ſi 
yy pane we'll not fail. 8 1 ag 


(Whereto the rather ſhall his day's hard journey 
Soundly invite him) his two chamberlains 
Will I with wine and waſſel ſo convince, 

That memory (the warder — 
Shall be a fume ; and the recei - 
A limbeck only; when in ſwini 
Their drenched X 

What cannot you and | perform upon 

Th' unguarded Duncan? what not put upon 

His ſpungy officers, who ſtall bear the guilt 

Ol our great quell ? 

Mach. Bring forth men-children only ! 

For thy undaunted mettle ſhould 

Nothing but males. Will it not be receiv'd, 
When we have mark'd with blood thoſe ſleepy two 

Of his own chamber, and us'd their very daggers, 

That they have don't? 

| Lady. Whodares receive it other, 

As we ſhall make our grieſs and clamour roar, 
Upon his death? 

Mach. I'm ſettled, and bend up 

Each corporal a gent to this terrible Feat. 

Away, and —_— the time with faireſt ſhow : 

Falſe face mat hide what the falle heart doth kaow. 
[Exeunt. 


ACT 
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s EN E, A Hall in Macheth's Cell. 
Enter Banquo, and Fleance with a torch before bim. 
Banqv 0. 


TOW « the night, boy ? 
L Fle. I moon is down : T ave not hand the 


in rt 

Fle. I take't tis later, Sir. 

2 my ſword. There's huſbandry in 
* 

Their candies are all out—Take thee that too. 

A heavy ſummons lies like lead upon me, 

And yet I would not ſleep: Merciful Pow'rs ! 

Reſtrain in me the curſed thoughts, that nature 


Gives way to in repole. 
Enter Macbeth, and a ſervant with a torch. 


Give me my ſword : who's there ? 
Mach. A friend. 

Ban. What, Sir, not yet at Reſt ? the King's a bed 
Ho dud oaks dave in wnatient pieaſice, 

And ſent great largeſs to your officers : 

This diamond he greets your wife withal, . 
By the name of moſt kind Hoſteſs, and ſhut vp 
yg 5 ; 

Mach. Being unprepar'd, 

ORE Gs w 6h; 

Which elſe ſhould free have wrought. 
Ban. All's well. : 

| 2 he of the three weird ſiſters : 

Yon they've ow's fome truth. 

Tone I think not of them; 

Yet when we can intreat an hour to ſerve, 


Would 
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Would ſpend it in ſome words upon that buſineſs ; 
I you would grant the time. 
Ban. At your kind leiſure. > . 
Mach. If you ſhall cleave to my conſent, when tis, 
It ſhall make honour for you. 
Ban. So J loſe none 
In ſeeking to augment it, but ſtil] keep 
My boſom franchis'd and allegiance clear, 
I ſhall be counſell'd. 
| Mach. Good _ le 
Ban. Thanks, Sir ike to you. [Exeunt Banquo, 
5 g my [and Fleance. 
Mach. Go, bid thy miſtreſs, when my Drink is ready, 
| She ſtrike upon the bell. Get thee to bed. [Exit Servant. 
e 2 
'The handle tow'rd my hand ? come, let me clutch thee. 
1 have thee not, and yet I fee thee ſtill. 
Art thou not, fatal Viſion, ſenſiole 
To feeling as to fight ? or art thou but 
A dagger of the mind, a falſe creation 
Proceeding from the heat ſſed brain ? 
I ſee thee yet, in form as palpable 
93 * 
Thou marſhal'ſt me that I was going; 
Ants cole 5 was to whe 5 
Mine eyes are made the fools o' th' other ſenſes, 
Or elſe worth all the reſt I ſee thee till; 
And on thy blade and dudgeon, gouts ot blood, 
Which was not fo before. I here's no ſuch thing, — 
It is the bloody buſineſs, which informs | 
Thus to mine eyes. Now o'er one half the world 
Nature ſeems dead, and wicked dreams abuſe | 
The curtain d fleep ; now Witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate's offerings : and wither'd Murder, 
(Alarum'd by his ſentinel, the wolf, 
Whoſe howl's his watch) thus with his ſtealthy pace, 
With Tarquin's raviſhing ſtrides, tow'rds his deſign 
Moves like a ghoſt. Thou ſound and firm-ſet earth, 
Hear not my ſteps, which way they walk, for fear 
| Thy very ſtones prate of my where-about; 
And take the preſent horror from the time, 


Which 
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Which now ſuits with it-—whilſt I threat, he lives 


[A Bell rings. 
Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. 
] go, andit is done ; the bell invites me. 


Hear it not, Duncan, for it is a knell 


That ſummons thee to heay'n, or to hell. Exit. 


Enter Lady. | 
Lady. That, which hath made them drunk, hath made 


mung a bath giv'n me fire. Hark! 
Ee 

N I wan che cul that folate, the fatal bell man. 
Which _ the ſtern” ſ good-night—— he is about 


She die ae ntns nds Belinda 

Do mock — charge with ſnores. I've drugg'd their 
Poſſets, | 

That death and nature do comtend about them, 

22 Buy reels. 


Enter Macbeth. 


Mach. Who's there ? what ho? 
Lady. Alack ! | am afraid, they have awak'd; 
And tis not done; th' attempt, and not the deed, 
Confounds us—hark ! laid their da rs ready, 
He could not miſs em. Had he not reſembled 
My father as he ſlept, I'had don't My Huſband ! 
Mach. * the deed——didft not thou hear a 
noile ? 
Lady. I heard the owl ſcream, and the crickets cry. 
Did not you ſpeak ? 
Mach. When? 
Mach. As | deſcended ? 
Lady. Ay. 
Mach. Hark! ho lies i th' ſecond chamber? 
Lady. Donalbaine. 
Mach. This is a ſorry fight. [Looks on his Hands. 
Lady. A fooliſh thought. to ſay, a ſorry fight. 2 
ach. 


Chief nouriſher in life's feaſt. 
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Mach. There's one did laugh in's leep, and one cry'd, 


Murther! | 


They wak'd each other; and I food and heard them; 


But they did ſay their prayers, and addreſs them 


— Again to ſleep. 


Lads. There are two lodg'd together. 


Mach. One cry'd, God bleſs us! and Amen, the other 


As they had ſeen me with theſe hangman's hands. 


| Liftening their fear, I could not ſay, Amen, 


Lady. Conſider it not ſo deeply. 


Lady. Theſe deeds muſt not be thought, 


Aſter theſe ways; fo, it will make us mad. 


Mach. Methought, 1 heard a voice cry, Sleep no 


more |! 
Macbeth doth murder Sleep ; the innocent Sleep; 
Sleep, that knits up the ravell'd ſleeve of care, 


The death of each days life, fore labour's bath, 
Balm of hurt minds, great Nature's ſecond Courſe, 


Lady. What do you mean? 


Mach. Still it cry'd, Sleep no more, to all the houſe ; 


8 and therefore Cawdor 
Shall fleep no more; Macbeth ſhall ſleep no more 
Lady. —_— it, that thus cry'd? why, worthy 


You do unbend your noble ſtrength, to think 

So brain-ſickly of things ; get ſome water, 

And waſh this filthy witneſs from your hand. 

Why did you bring theſe daggers from the place ? 
They mult lye there. Go, carry them, and ſmear 
The ſleepy s with blood. PE. 
Mach. I'll go no more; f 

I am afraid to think what I have done; 
Look on't again, I dare not. 

Lady. Intirm of purpoſe ! 


_ Give me the daggers; the ſleeping and the dead 


Are but as pictures; tis the eye of child-hood, 
That fears a painted devil. It he do bleed, 


ry 


Mach. But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen? 
I had moſt need of bleſſing, and Amen 
Stuck in my throat. 
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T'll gild the faces of , nd ithal, 
For ir muſt ſeem their gu is 


Knocks within. 


Mach. Whence is that Knockin ? 
Ho ist with me, when every 


Hakiogrde geen one rd— 
Enter Lady. 


Lady. dy dunivers of your ; but I ſhame 


Tom ler wie, Th Thea knocking © (Knock. 

At the ſouth entry. Retire we to 

A little water clears us of this deed. 

Ho eaſie is it then? your conſtancy 

Hath left you unattended—hark, more knoeking ! 
(Knock, 

, leſt occaſion calls us, 

atchers; be not loſt 


Get on your 
pry agate 


| So poorly in your thoughts. 
Macb. ada hoo we bil ac tan my 


Wake, „ would, thou 


W Porter. 


5 —_ [Kecing within, 
Port. Here's a knocking, indeed : 


ter of 1 


(Knock) 


on the 


kins enough about you, here you'll ſweat for't (Knock) 
Knock, knock. Who's there, in th' other devil's name? 
faith, here's an equivocator, that could ſwear in f oth 
the ſcales againſt either ſcale, who commictes treaſon 


envugh 


_ old n = 
re, i rn bd 

name of Belzebub ? = ®y — that hang d himſelf 

of plenty: come in time. ——— 


— — —  — 
* 


agrar 


— I requited him for his lie ; and, I think, being too ſtron 
for him, though he took up my legs ſometime, yet I 
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enough for God's fake, yet could not equivocate to 
heav'n : oh, come in, equivocator. [Knock] Knock, 
knock, knock. Who's there ? faith, here's an Engl: 
taylor come hi _ for ſtealing out of a French hoſe : 
come in, taylor, here you may roaſt your gooſe. [Knock.] 
Knock, knock. Never at quiet ! what are you? but 
this place is too cold for hell. I'll devil-porter it no ſur- 
ther : I had thought to have let in ſome of all profeſ- 
ſions, that go the primroſe way to th' everlaſting bonfire. 


5 128 218 2 8 


Enter Macduff, and Lenox. 


| Macd. Was it ſo late friend, ere you went to bed, 
That you lie ſo late? 


Port. 3 ee the ſecond 


much Drink may be ſaid to be an equivocator with leche- 


q; it makes him, and it mars him; it ſets him on, and 


it takes him off ; it perſwades him, and diſheartens him; | 
makes him ſtand to, and not ſtand to ; in concluſion, e- 
— acc. leaves 


Macd. | believe drink thee the lie laſt night. 
Port. That it did, fer Feb? vary thonet an me ; but 


made a ſhift to calt him. 
oF Is th Maſter ſtirring ? 
Ladis La ndgd as! here he comes. 
Ol Cond ens, node he es 


Mach. Good-morrow, Both. 
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Macd. is the King ſtirring, worthy Thene ? 

Mach. Not yet. 

Maca. — to call timely on him; 
Tue almoſt ſlipt the hour. 

Mach. I'll bring you to him. 
 Macd. | know, this is a joyful trouble to you: 
e deligh 

Mac we t in, phyſicks n 
| This is the door. _- 

Macd. I'll make fo bold to call, for d my limitted 
Len. Goes the King 


New hatch'd to th woful time: 
The obſcure bird clamour'd the live- 


Enter Macduff. 


Macd. O horror ! horror ! horror! 
Nor tongue, nor heart, cannot conceive, nor name the 
Mach. and Len. What's the matter ? 
Macd. Confuſion now hath made his maſter- piece; 
Moſt ſacrilegious murther hath broke ope 
The Lord's anointed temple, and ſtoal thence 
The life o'th' building. 
Mach. What ist you lay ? the le? 
Len. Mean you his Majaſty —— 
Macd. Approach the chamber, „ ee 
Wich a new Gergon. Do not bid me ſpeak ; 
See, 22 awake ! awake! 
[Exeunt Macbeth and Lenox. 
Ng the alarum bell——murther! and treaſon ! 
| Bangquo, and Donalbaine ! Malcolm ! awake! 


„ 
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Shake off this down death's rr 

Ad bad on death f up, and ſeo 
The great Doom's 2 ! Banguo ! 


As from your graves ri up, and walk like ſprights, 
To countenance this 


Bells ring. Enter Lady Macbeth. 


lach. What's the buſineſs, 
hat ſuch a hideous trumpet calls to parley 


—_— „ ? ſpeak. 
Mac 


Tis not for Jos Kher when I ca ſpeak. 
The repetition in a woman's ear 


Would murther as it fell. ———O Banguo! Banguo ! 


Enter Banquo. 


Our royal Maſter's murther'd. 

Lady. Woe, alas! 

What, in our houſe? 
Ban Too cruel, any where. 
Macduff, I pr'ythee, "comrade thyſelf, 
And fay it is not ſo. 


Enter Macbeth, a and Bulle 


Mach, Had 1 but dy d an hour before this chance. 
I had liv'd a bleſſed time: for from this inſtant, 
There's nothing ſerious in mortality: 
All is but toys ; Renown and Grace is dead ; 
The wine of his life is drawn, and the mere Jets | 
Is left this vault to brag of. 


Enter Malcolm, and Dovalbaine. 


Don. What is amiſs ? 

Macs. You ace, and do not know't : 
The the head, he france of your deed 
Is opt; very ſource of it is ſtopt. 

Len. Your rojal father's murther 6. 

Mal. Oh, * 


25 
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Lien. Thoſe of his chamber, as it ſeem'd, had don't ; 
Their hands and faces were all badg'd with biood, 


So were their daggers, which, unwip'd we found 1 
2 their + ng they ſtared and were diſtracted 3 1 


No man's life was to be truſted with them. 
Mach. O yet I do repent me of my fury, g 
That I did kill them. | 
Macd. Where ſore did you ſo ? 14 
Mach. Who can be wiſe, amaz'd,  temp'rate and fu- 
rious, 1 
Loyal and neutral in a moment? no man. | = 


The expedition of my violent love ] 
Out - run the pauſer, Reaſon. Here, lay Duncan; TT 
His filver ſkin laced with his golden blood, 1 
And his gaſh'd Stabs lock d like a breach in Nature, | 23 
For Ruin's waſteful entrance; there, the murtherers; * 
Steep'd in the colours of their trade, their daggers 
Unmannerly breech'd with gore: who could refrain, 
That had a heart to love, and in that heart 
Courage, to make' 4 love _ EF - | 
Lady. Help me hence, ho!—— Seeming to faint, | 
Mee Loak to the Lady. „ 
Mal. Why do we hold our tongues, 5 
| That moſt may claim this argument for ours ? 
| Don. What ſhould be ſpoken here, 
Where our Fate, hid within an augre-hole, 
| May ruſh, and ſeize us? Let's away, our tears 
| — not yet brew d. 
Mal. Nor our ſtrong ſorrow on 
The ſoot of motion. 
Ban. Lock to the lady; [Lady Macbeth is carried out. 
And when we have our naked frailties hid, 
That ſuffer in expoſure ; let us meet | 
And queſtion this moſt bloody piece of work, TE 
To know it further. Fears and ſeruples ſhake us: 
In the great hand of God I ſtand, and thence, 
Apainſt the indivulg'd pretence I * 
treas'nous malice. 
Macb. So do l. 5 
All. So, all. [ 
Mach. Let's briefly put on manly 3 
And meet 5th hall together. 


> HH fo 


> 
— 


» 


— RE 


. 5 


All. 


Il. 


And let us not be dainty of leave- taking. 
Which ſteals it ſelf when there's no mercy left. [Exeunt. 
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All. Well conteated. 
[Exeunt, 


Mal. What will you do ? let's not conſort with them: 
To ſhew an unfelt forrow, is an office ; 
Which the falſe man does eaſy. I'll to England. 
Don. To Ireland, I; our ſeparated fortune 
Shall keep us both the ſafer ; where we are, 
There's daggers in mens ſmiles ; the near in blood, 
'The nearer bloody. 2 
Mal. This murderous ſhaft, that's ſhot, 
Hath not yet lighted ; and our ſafeſt way 
Is to avoid the aim. I herefore, to horſe ; 


But ſhift away ; there's warrant in that theft, 


SCE N E vhe outfide of Macheth's Caſtle 
nter Roſſe, with an old Man. 


Old Min. T Hreeſcore and ten I can remember well, 

2 the volume of which time, I've 
Hours dreadful, and things {range ; but this fore night 
Hath trifled former knowings. 

Roſſe. Ah, good father, 
Thou ſeeſt, the heav'ns, as troubled with man's act, 
"Threaten this bloody ſtage : by the clock, tis day; 
And yet dark night ſtrangles the travelling lamp: 
lot night's predominance, or the day's ſhame, 

That darkneſs does the face of earth intomb. 
When living light ſhould kiſs it ? 
Old M. Tis unnatural, 


| Even like the deed that's done. On Tueſday laſt, 
A faulcon, towring in her pride of place, 


Was by a mouſing owl hawkt at, and kill'd. 
Roſſe. And Duncan's horſes, (a thing moſt ſirange 
and certain l) 
Beauteous and ſwift, the minions of the Race, 
Turn'd wild in nature, broke their ſtalls, flung out 
Contending gainſt obedience, as they would 
M0 Od 
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3 
mine 

That looks „pont. 858 


Enter Macduff 


Macduff. 
orld, fir, now ? 
a Wiy , ſee you not? 


a, e known, who dd this more than Moody 


Macd. : Thoſe, that Macbeth hath flain. 
Roſſe. Alas, the day ! 
What could they pretend? 
Macd. They are ſuborn'd; 
Malcolm and Donalbaine, the King's two Sons, - 
Are ſtol'n away and fled : which puts upon them 
1 ** 
e. *Gainſt nature ſtill j— = 
Thriſtleſs ambition ! that will ravin up 
The Sovercignry will Ei — 1 
ty w upon 1 
Mach. He is already nam'd, and to Scone, 
To be inveſted. — 
= Where is Duncan's body ? 
cad. Carried to Colmes-bill. 
ae of his Predeceſſors, 
* won. 
""Ioſe, Wil you to Scone ? 
d. No, 'Conka, PIl to Fife. 
Roſfſe. Well, I will thither. 
Meck Well map you fn tage wel dens there, 
Leſt eur old robes fit eaſier than our new ! 
Roſſe. Farewel, Father. 


Mo 


Old M. God's beniſon go with you, and with thoſe | 


That would make good of bad, and friends of foes. 
1 e [Exeunt. 
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Thou plaid'ſt moſt foully for't, yet it was ſad, 
It ſhould not ſtard in thy Poſterity ; 


SCEN E, An Apartment in the Palace. 
| Enter Banquo. 
Ho haſt it now; King, Cawdor, Glamis, all 


1 The weird n and, I fear, 


But that my ſelf ſhould be the root, and father 

Of many Kings If there come truth from them, 

As upon thee, Macbeth, their ſpeeches ſhine) 
by, by the verities on thee made „ 

May then not be my Oracles as well, 

And ſet me up in hope ? but, huſh, no more. 


ad. Enter Macbeth as King, Lad Macbeth, 
Lenox, Roſſe, Lords and Attendants. 


Mach. Here's our chief gueſt, 
Lady. If he had been forgotten, 
Jt had been as a gap in our great Feaſt, 
And all things unbecoming 
 Mib. To night we hold a ſolemn ſupper, ſa, 
And Ill requeſt your preſence. = 
Ban. Lay your Highneſs 1 
Command upon me; to the which, my Duties 


Trumpets 


Are with a moſt indoſſoluble tye 
For ever knit. 


Mich. Ride you this aſternoon? 
Ban. Ay my good lord. | 


Mach. We ſhould have elſe defir'd 3 
Vour good advice (which ſtill hath been both grave 


And proſperous) in this day's Council; but 
We'll take to-morrow. Is it far you ride ? 
Ban. as far, my lord, as will fill up the time 
'Twixt this and ſupper. Go not my horſe the better, 
as, B 3 I muſt 


- | . 
——__—— 4 ib bes ner tw BR ——— 2 Wh 


Saas A) 
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I muſt become a borrower of the night 

For a dark hour or twain. 
Mach. Fail not our feaſt. 
Ban. My lord, I will not. - 
Mach. We hear, our bloody Couſins are beſtow'd 


In England, and in Ireland; not confeſſing 
| Their cruel parricide, filling their hearers 


With ſtrange invention; but of That to-morrow ; 
When therewithal we ſhall have cauſe of ſtate, 
Craving us jointly. Hie to horſe : adieu, 
* you return at night. Goes Fleance with you? 
Ban. Ay, m 
Mac. i iſh your horſes ſwift, and ſure of foot : 
And fo I do commend you to their backs. 


Farewel. [Exit Banquo, 


Let ev'ry man be maſter of his time 
Till ſeven at night; to make ſociety 5 
The ſweeter welcome, we will our ſelf 


Till ſupper- time alone: till then, God be with you. 
— [Exeunt Lady Macbeth, and Lordi. 


Manent Macbeth, and a Servant. 


Sirrah, a word with you : attend thoſe men 
Our pleaſure ? | | 
Ser. They are, my lord, without the Palace-gate. 
Mach. Bring them before us Lo be thus, is nothing; 
| | [ Exit ſer. 
But to be ſafely thus Ouinr fears in Banquo 
Stick deep; and in his Royalty of Nature 


res, 
And to that dauntleſs temper of his mind, | 
He hath a wiſdom that doth guide his valour 
ToaQin "nz There's none but he, 
Whoſe Being do fear : and, under him, 
My Genius is rebuk'd ? as it is faid, 
Antony's was by Ceſar. He chid the Siſters, 


_ When firſt they put the name of King upon me, 


And bad them ſpeak to him ; then, Prophet-like 
They hail'd him father to a line of Kings. 
Upon my head they plac'd a fruitleſs Crown, 


good lord; our time goes all upon us. [ 


* „ 


Reigns 1 hat, which would be fear d. Tis much he | 
4 | 


rds. 


For them the gracious Duncan have I murther'd : 


In our laſt conf rence, paſt in probation with you: 


To half a foul, and to a notion craz'd, 


| Whoſe heavy hand hath bow'd you to the Grave, 
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And put a barren Scepter in my gripe, 
Thence to be wrench'd with an unlineal hand, 


No ſon of mine ſucceeding. If tis fo, 
For Bangus's iſſe have I fill'd my mind; 


Put rancours in the veſſel of my Peace 
Only for them: and mine eternal jewel 
Giv'n to the common enemy of man, 

To make them Kings: The Seed of Banquo Kings: 
Rather than ſo, come fate into the liſt, - 

And champion me to the utterance !—who's there ? 


Enter Servant, and two Murtberers. 


Go to the door, and ſtay there, till we call. 
| [Exit ſervant. 

Was it not yeſterday we ſpoke together ? 

Mur. It 9 your Highneſs. 

Mach. Well then, now | 
You have conſider d of my ſpeeches ? know, 
That it was he, in the times paſt, which held you 

So under fortune ; which, you thought, had been 
Our innocent ſelf ; this I made good to you 


How you were borne in hand, how croſt ; the inſtru- 
ments 


Who wrought with them : and all things elſe that might 
Say, thus did Banguo, 


1 Mur. True, you made it known. | 
Mach. I did ſo; and went further, which is now 

Our point of ſecond meeting. Do you find 

Your patience ſo predominant in your nature, 

That you can let this go? are you ſo goſpelbd, 

To pray for this good man and for his iſſue, 


And beggar'd yours for ever ? 

1 Mur. We are men, my liege. 

Mach. Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men, 
As hounds, and greyhounds, mungrels, ſpaniels, curs, 
Showghes, water-rugs, * demy-wolves are cleped 
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All by the name of dogs z the valued file 
Diſtinguiſhes the ſwift, the flow, the ſubtle, 
The bouſt keeper, the hunter, every one 
According to the gift which bounteous Nature 
Hath in him clos d; whereby he does receive, 
Farticular edition, from the bill 
That writes them all alike : and ſo of men. 
Now, if you have a ſtation in the file, . 
And not in the worſt rank of manhood, ſay it; 
And I will put that buſineſs in your doſoms, 
Whoſe execution takes your enemy off; 
Grapples you to the heart and love of us. 
Who wear our health but ſickly in his life, 
Vrhich in his death were perfect. 
_ Mur. Jam one, 
Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world 
Have fo incens d, that I am reckleſs what 
I do to ſpite the world. 
3 And I another, p ** 
o weary with diſaſters, tugg d wi ne, 
That I would ſet my life on any chance, 
To mend it, or be rid on't. | 
Mzb. Both of you 


Know Banguo was your enemy 
2 Mar. True my | : 


Mach. So he is mine: and in — ch Mloody diſtancg, 
That every minute of his Be 
Againſt my near ſt of liſe ; ws wer h I could 
With bere-fac'd Power ſweep him fm my ſight 
And bid my Will avouch it ; yet I muſt not. 
For certain friends that are botk his and mine, 
Whoſe loves I may not drop; but wail his Fall, 
Whom I my ſelf ttruck down: and thence it is, 
That I to your aſſiſtance do make love, 
Maſking the buſineſs from the common eye 
For ſundry weighty reaſons. 

2 Mar. We ſhall, my lord, 

Perform what you command us. 

1 Mur. Though our lives —— _ 

Macb. Tow ſpirits ſhine through you. in this hour, 

at mo 

I will adviſe you where to plant yourſelves ; 


Acquaint you with the perfect 


1 P Banguo gone from Court ? 


U ſing thoſe 
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ſpy o'th* time, N 
The moment on't ; (for't muſt be done to night. 

And ſomething from the Palace: always thought, 


That I require a Clearneſs:) and with him, 


(To leave no rubs nor botches in the Work) 
Fleance his ſon, that keeps him company, 


(Whoſe abſence is no leſs material to me, 


Than is his father's) muſt embrace the fate 
Of that dark hour. Reſolve your ſelves a- pace, 
VI! come to you anon. 
1 wt are 8 __m 3 
lach. Il call u taight; abide within. 
3 120 e [Exeunt Murtberers. 
It is concluded ;—— Bangzo, thy ſoul's flight, =P 
If it find heav'n muſt find it out to night. Exit. 


8 C E N E, another Apartment in the Palace. 
Enter Lady Macbeth, and a Servant. 


11 =O Fa 1 again to night 
dy. Say to the King, I would attend his leiſure 
For a few words. "_ 

Serv. Madam, I will. 

Lady. Nought's had, all's ſpent, 


Where our defire is got without content: 
Iis ſaſer to be That which we deſtroy, 


Than by deſtruQtion dwell in doubtful joy. 

How now, my lord, why do you alone ? 

hts, which ſhould i have dy'd 
With them they think on ? things without all remedy 


Should be without 1 3 what's done, is done. 


Mach. We have ſcotched the ſnake, not kill'd it 
She'll cloſe, and be herſelf; whilſt our poor malice 
Remains in danger of her former tooth. 

But let both Words digjoint, and all things ſuffer, 
— CE GE WR CAES - 
5 —_ 
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In the affliction of theſe terrible Dreams, 

That ſhake us nightly. Better be with the Dead. 

| (Whom we to gain our Place, have ſent to Peace, 

I han on the torture of the mind to lie 8 

In reſtleſs ecſtaſie — Duncan is in his Grave; 

Aſter life's fitful fever, he fleeps well; 

Treaſon has done his worſt ; nor ſteel, nor poiion, 

Malice domeſlick, foreign levy, nothing 

Can touch him further! 1 5 

Lach. Come on | 

Gentle my lord, ſleck o er your rugged looks; 

Be bright, and jovial, mong your gueſts to night. 

| Mach. So ſhall I, Love, and fo, I pray, be you; 
Let your remembrance flill apply io Banguo. 

Preſent him Eminence, both with eye and tongue: 

Unſafe the while, that we muſt lave our honours 

In theſe fo flat᷑ ting ſtreams, and make our faces 

Vizors t'our hearts, diſguiſing what they are! 

Lady. You muſt leave this. 

Mach. O, full of ſcorpions is my mind, dear wife ! 
"Thou know'ſt, that Banguo and his Fleance, lives. 

Lady. But in them, nature's copy's not eternal. 

Mach. There's comfort yet, they are aſſailable; 
Ihen, be thou jocund. Ere the Bat hath flown 
His cloyſter'd flight, ere to black Hecat's ſummons 
The ſhard-born beetle with his drowſie hums 
Hlath rung night's yawning peal, there ſhall be done 
A Deed of dreadful note. 

Lady. What's to be done? 

Mach. Be innocent of the knowledge, deareſt chuck, 
Till thou applaud the Deed : come, feeling Night, 
Skarf up the tender eye of pitiful day, 

And with thy bloody and inviſible han 
Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond, 
Which keeps me pale! Light thickens, and the Crow, 
Makes wing to th' rooky weod : wy 
Good things of day begin to droop and drowze. 
While night's black agents to their prey do rowze, 
Thou marvelPſt at my words; but hold thee ſtill; 
Things, bad begun, make ſlrong themſelves by Ill: 
So, pr ythee, go with me. [Exeunt. 


| 
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SCENE changes to a Park; the Caſtile at a diſtance. 
Enter three Murtherers. 


1 Mur. UT who bid thee join with us? 
3 Mur. Macbeth 

2 Mur. He needs not our Miſtruſt, ſince he delivers 
Our Offices, and what we have to do, 
To the diceQtion juſt. 
| 1 Mur. Then ſtand with us. 
The welt yet glimmers with ſome ſtreaks of FR 
Now ſpurs the lated traveller a- pace, 
To gain the timely inn; and near approaches 
The ſubject of our watch. . 

3 Mur. Hark. I hear horſes. 

Banquo within. Give us light there, ho! 

2 Mur. Thenit is he: the reſt, 
That are within the note of expectation, 
Already are 1'th' Court. 
1 Mur. His horſes go about. 

3 Mur. Almoſt a mile: but he does uſually, 
| (So all men do,) from hence to th Palace-gate 
Make in their Walk. | 


Enter Banquo and Fleance, with a Torch. 


2 Mur. A light, a li 
3 Mur. 'Tishe. on 
1 Mur. Stand to't. | 
Ban. It will be rain to-night. | 
1 Mur. Let in come down. [They aſſault Banquo. 
Ban. Oh, treachery ! 

Fly, Fleance, fly, fly, fly, 

Thou may'ſ revenge. Oh ſlave! [Dies Fleance eſcapes. 
3 Mur. Who did ftrike out the light; 

| 2 Mur. Was't not the way? 

3 Mur. There's but one down; the fon 

Is fled. 
2 Mur. We've loſt beſt half of our affair. 
1 Mur. Well, let's away, and fay how much is donc 


[Exennt 


SCENE 


Wich twenty trenched gathes on his head; 
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SCEN E changes to a Room of State in the Caſtle, 


A Banquet prepared. Enter Macbeth, Lady, Roſle, 


Lenox, Lords, and Attendants. 


Mac. O know your own degrees, fit down: 


At firſt and laſt, the hearty welcome. 
Lords. Thanks to your Majelly. 
Mach. Our ſelf will mingle with ſociety, 
And play the humble Hoſt : 
Our hoſteſs keeps her State, but in beſt time 


We will require her welcome. [ They fit. 


Lady. Pronounce it for me, Sir, to all our friends, 
For my heart ſpeaks they're welcome. | 
Enter firſt Murtherer. 


Mach. See they encounter thee wich their hears, 
ban | 


Roth ſides are even: here I'll fit th' midſt ; 
Be large in mirth, anon we'll drink a meafure 
The table round There's blood upon thy face. 
[To the Murtherer, aſide, at the door. 
Mur. Tis Bangquo's then. 
Mach. 1 than he within, 
Is he diſpatch'd ? 
Mur. My lord, his throat is cut, That I did for him. 
Mach. Thou art the beſt of cut-throats; yet he's 


That di the kde for Fance if thou didſt it, 
I hou art the non- pareil. 
Mur. Molt royal Sir, 
Fleance is ſcap d. | 
2 1 had elſe been 
u ſounded as the rock; 
As broad, and gen' ral, as the caſing air: 


But now I'm cabin d, cribb'd, conſin d bound in 


To ſawey Doubts and Fears. But Bangquo's ſafe ? 
Mur. Ay, my good lord: fafe in a ditch he bides, - 


The 


| That is not often vouch'd, white "is making; 
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The leaſt a death to nature. 

Mach. Thanks for that ; 
There the grown ſerpent [yes : the worm, that's fled, 
Hath Nature that in time il venom breed, 
No teeth for th' preſent. Get thee gone, to marrow 
We'll hear't our ſelves again. Exit Martherer. 

Lady. My royal lord, 
| You do not give the cheer ; the feaſt is (old, 


'Tis given, with welcome. To feed. were beſt at home ; 
From thence, the ſawce to meat is ceremony; 
Meeting were bare without it. 
[The G of Banquo riſes, and fits in Macbeth's place. 
Mach. 1 remembrancer ! 
Now digeſtion wait an appetite, 
And ook 4 both! 
Len. May't pleaſe your Highneſs fit ? 


Macb. Here had we now our Country's Honour 
roof d. 


Were the grac'd perſon of our 2 preſent, 


ny I rather challenge for unkindneſs, 
. han pity for — he o 
Roſſe. IIe abſence, Sir, 


Lays upon his promiſe. Pleas't 3 

To grace us with your ro Ot 
Mach. The table's full (Starting. 
Len. Here's a place reſerv'd, Sit. 
Mach. Where? 


Len. Here, m my good lord. 
What is't that moves your Highneſs? 

Mach. Which of you have done this? 

Lords. What, my lord ? 

Mach. Thou can'it not ſay, I did it: never | ſhake 
Thy goary locks at me 

' Rofſe. Gentlemen, riſe ; his Hi hneſs is not well: 

Lady. Sit, worthy friends, my lord is often thus, 
And hath been from his Youth. "ay youu keep ſeat. 
Ma * is momentary, on a 

e will again be well, If much you note 

Jou ſhall offend him, and mack you nx hin, 

Feed, and * him not. Ate you a man? 

(7 To Mach. 2 


5 
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Mach. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on That, 
Which might appall the Devil, 

Lady. O proper ſtuff! 
This is the very painting of vour fear; (Afide. 
This is the air-drawn-dagger, which, you faid, © 
Led you to Duncan. Oh, theſe laws and ſtarts 
(Impoſtors to true fear, ) would well become 
A woman's ſtory at a winter's fire, 
Authoriz d by her grandam. Shame it ſelf! 
Why do you make hack faces? when all $ one 
You look but on a tool. 
Mach. Pr'ythee, fee there? 
Behold ! look! lo! how fay you? { Pointing to the Gb. 
Why, what care [! if thou can'ſi nod, ſpeak too.— 
If chatnel- houſes and our graves muſt fend 
Thoſe, that we bury, back; our Monuments 
Shall be the maws of kites. . ( The Ghoſt vaniſhes, 
Lach. What? quiteunmann'd in 2 | 
Mach If I ftand here, I ſaw him - 
Lady. Fie, for ſhame ! | | [ 
Mach. Blood bach been ſhed ere now, 'th" . F 


Lre humane — purg d the gen' ral wel! 
Ay, and ſince too, Murthers have been perform 'd 
Too terrible for th' ear: the times have been, 
That, when the brains were out, the man would die, 
And there an end; but now they rite again 
With twenty mortal Viurthers on thcir crowns, 
And puſh us from our ſtools ; this is more ftrange 
Than ſuch a murther is. 

Lady. My worthy lord, 
Your noble friends do lack you. 

Mach: 1 do forget... 
Do not muſe at me, my moſt worthy friends, 
I have a moſt ſtrange Infirmity, which is nothing 1 
To thoſe = know me. Come, Love and Health to | 
Then ll fit down: give me ſome wine, fill full — 
I drink to th general joy of the whole table, 
And to our dear friend Banguo, whom we miſs ; 
Would he were here! to al al, and him, we thirſt, 
And all to all. EY 


den | 


Oy 


th to 


Lords. 


| I am a man agun : pray you, fit ill. 


7 
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Lords. Our Duties, and the Pledge. 
| [The Ghoſt riſes again. 

Mach. Avaunt, and quit my fight! Let the earth 
hide thee ! _ ; 
Thy bones are marrowleſs, thy blood 1s cold; 
Thou haſt no ſpeculation in thoſe eyes, 
Which thou doſt glare with. ” 
Lady. Think ot this, good Peers, 


L 


But as a thing of cuſtom; tis no other; 


Only it ſpoils the pleaſure of the time. 

Mach. What man dare, | dare: 
Approach I hou like the rugged Ruſſian bear, 
The arm'd rhinoceros, or Hyrcanian tyger, 
Take any ſhape but That, and my firm nerves, 
Shall never tremble: Or, be alive again 
And dare me to the Deſert with thy ſword ; 


If trembling I inhibit, then proteſt me 


'The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible ſhadow ! 
Unreal mock'ry, hence! Why, fo, ——heing gone. 
[The Ghoſt wanijhes. 


| [Ide Lords riſe. 
Lady. You have diſplac'd the mirth, broke the good 
. Meeting | | 
With moſt admir'd diſorder. 
Mach. Can ſuch things be, 


And overcome us like a Summer's cloud, 


Without our ſpecial wonder? You make me ſtrange 
Ev'n to the diſpoſition that I owe, 


| When now l think. you can behold ſuch fights ; 


And keep the natural Ruby of your Checks, 
When mine is blanch'd with fear. | 
Raſſe. What ſights, my lord ? 
Lady. | Pray you, ſpeak not; he grows worſe and 
3 worie ; | | 
Queſtion enrages him : at once, good night. 
Stand not upon the Order of your Going, 


But go at once. 


Len. Good night, and better health 
Attend his Majetty! 


Lady. Good night, to all. [Exeunt Lords, 
Mach, It will have blood, they fay ; blood will have 
blood: | Stones 


40 The Tragedy of Macbeth. _ * 


| —— and trees to ſpeak ; 
Augurs, that underſtood relations, have 


By mag-pics and by choughs, and rooks brou zht forth 


ſt man of blood. — What is the night? 
Lady. Almoſt at odds with morning, which is which. 
Mach. How ſay'ſt thou, that Macduff demies his perion. 
At our great ng? 
Lady. Did you ſend to him, Sir? 
Mach. | hear it by the way; but I will ſend: 
There's not a Thane of them, but in his houſe 
I keep a ſervant fee d. I will to motto 
(Betimes I will) unto the weird ſiſters : 
More ſhall they ſpeak ; for now I'm bent to know, 
By the worſt means, the worſt, for mine own good. 
All cauſes ſhall give way; I am in blood 
Stept in ſo far, that, ſhould | wade no more, 
Returning were as tedious as go o er: 
— ings | have in head, that will to hand; 
Which mult be acted, ere they may be ſcann'd. 
Lady. You lack the Seaſon of all nr Sleep. 
Mach Come, we'll to ſleep ; my ſtrange and (elf abuſe 
Is the initiate fear, that wants hard uſe : 
We're yet but young in Deed. 


SCEN E changes to the Heath. 
Thunder, Enter the three Witches, meeting Hecate, 


1 Vit. HY, how now, Hecat, you look anger]y. 
Hec Have I not reaſon, Beldams, as 
you are? | 
Sawcy, and over-bold ! how did you dare 
To trade and traffick with Macheth, 
In riddles and affairs of death? 
And I the miſtreſs of your oy, 


2 The cloſe contriver of all harms, 


Was never call'd to bear my part, 

Or ſhew the glory of our Art, 

And which is worſe, all you have done 
Hath been but for a weyward ſon ; 

Spightful, and wrathful, who, as ; others do, 
Loves for his own ends, not for n 


— 


5 f 


Tour charms, and every 1, 


Who cannot want the thought, how monſtrous too 
It was for Malcolm, and for Donalbaine 
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But make amends now ; get you gone, | x 

And at the pit of Acheron 

Meet me i'th' * * he 
is 


Will come, to know his deſtiny ; 
Your veſſels and your ſpells . i 


I am for th' Air: this night ! 


ſpend 
Unto a diſmal, fatal end. | 


Great buſineſs muſt be wrought ere noon : 
Upon the corner of the Moon 
Ther 


e hangsa vap'rous drop, profound ; 


I'll catch it ere it come to ground; 


And That, diftill'd by magick lights, 


_ Shall raiſe ſuch artificial Sprights, 
As, by the ſirength of their alluſion, 


Shall draw him on to his confuſion, 
He ſhall ſpurn fate, ſcorn death, and bear 
His hopes 'bove wiſdom, grace, and fear: 
And you all know, Security 
Is mortals chiefeſt enemy. [Muſick and a Song. 
Hark, I am call'd ; my little ſpirit, ſee, 
Sits in the foggy cloud, and ſtays for me. 
Sing within. Come away. come away, &c. 
1 Wit. Come, let's make haſte, ſhe'll ſoon be back 


SCEN E changes to a Chamber. 
Enter Lenox, and another Lord. 


Len. MI former ſpeeches have but hit your thoughts, 
1 Which can interpret farther: oniy, I ſay, 

Things have been ſtrangely borne. The gracious Duncan 

Was pitied of Macheth—marry, he was dead: 

And the right valiant Banguo walk'd too late. 

Whom you 2 ſay, if't pleaſe you, Fleance kill'd, 

For Fleance fled : men muſt not walk too late. 


To kill their gracious father? damned fact 


How did it grieve Macbeth? did he not ſtraight 


la pious rage the two delinquents tear, 


To hear the mendeny't. So that I ſay, 
(As, and't pleaſe heav'n, he ſhall not ;) they ſhould find 


is preſence at the tyrant's feaſt, I hear, 


From whom this tyrant holds the due of Birth, 


Is gone to pray the King upon his aid 


Free from our feaſts and banquets bloody knives ; 
Do faithful homage, and receive free honours, 


Hlath ſo exaſp rated their King, that he 


| 
1 


His meſſage ere he come! that a ſwift Bleſſing 
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That were the ſlaves of drink, and thralls of ſleep ? 
Was not that nobly done? ay, wiſely too; 
For *twould have anger'd any heart alive 


He has borne all things well; and 1 do think, 
That had he Duncan's ſons under his key, 


What 'twere to kill a father: ſo ſhould Fleance. 
But peace! for from broad words, and cauſe he fail'd 


Macduff lives in diſgrace. Sir, can you tell 
Whore beſtows himſelf? | 
Lord. The fon of Duncan, 


Lives in the Engliſßʒ Court; and is receiv'd 

Of the moſt pious Edward, with ſuch grace, 
That the malevolence of fortune nothing 

Takes from his high reſpect. Thither Macduff 


To wake Northumberland, and warlike Seyward ; 
That by the help of theſe, (with Him above 

To ratifie the work,) we may again 

Give to our tables meat, ſleep to our nights ; 


All which we pine for now. And this report 


Prepares for ſome attempt of War. 

Len. Sent he to Macduff ? | 

Lord. He did; and with an abſolute, Sir, not I, | 
The cloudy meſſenger turns me his back, 2 | 
And hums ; as who ſhould ſay, you'll rue the time, ; 
That cloggs me with this anſwer. 

Len. And that well might 
Adviſe him to a care to hold what diſtance 
His wiſdom can provide. Some holy Angel 
Fly to the Court of England, and unfold 


May ſoon return to this our ſuffering Country, 
Under a hand accurs d! : 1 
Lord. Tl ſend my pray'rs with him. [ Exeunt. 


ACT 


. 


2 3 Witch. Harper crys, 'tis time, tis time. 


In the poiſon'd entrails throw. 


Boil thou firſt i'th' charmed pot. 
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 


In the cauldron boil and bake ; 


Adder's fork, and blind-worm's ſting, 


Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 
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ACT w. 

SCENE, a dark Cave; in the middle, a great 


Cauldron burning. 
Thunder. Enter the three Witches. 
| i Wiren. 


PHRICE the brinded cat hath med. 
2 Witch. Twice, and once the hedge-pig whin d. 


1 Witch. Round about the cauldron go, 


[They march round the Cauldron, and throw in the ſe- 
| weral Ingredients as for the preparation of thei 


Toad, that under the cold ſtone, 
Days and nights has, thirty one, 
Swelter'd venom ſleeping got; 


All. Double, double, toil and trouble ; 
1 Witch. Fillet of a fenny ſnake, 


Eye of newt, and toe of frog ; 
Wool of bat, and tongue of dog ; 


Lizard's leg, and owlet's wing : 

For a Charm of pow'rful trouble, 

Like a heil-broth, boil and bubble. | 
All. Double, double, toil and trouble, 


3 Witch. Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf, 
Witches mummy ; maw, and gulf | 
Of the ravening ſalt ſea-ſhark ; 
Root of hemlock, digg d i'th' dark; 
Liver of blaſpheming Fez - 
Gall of goat, and ſlips of yew, Silver'd 


| Like elves and fairies in a ting, g 


Confound and ſwallow Navigation up; 
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Sliver'd in the moon's eclipſe ; 
Noſe of Turk, and Tartar's lips; 


Ditch-deliver'd by a drab ; 

Make the gruel thick, and flab. 

Add thereto a tyger's chawdron 

For th' ingredients of our cauldron. 

All. Double, double, toil and trouble ; 


Finger of birth-ſtrangled babe, | 


Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 


2 Witch. Cool it with a baboon's blood, 


Then the Charm is firm and good. 


Enter Hecate, and other three Witches. 
Hec. Oh! well done ! I commend your pains, 


And every one ſhall ſhare 7th' gai 
And — about the cauldron = 


Jachanting all that you put in. 
Mufick and a Song. 
Black ſpirits and white, 

Blue ſpirits and gray, 


Mingle, mingle, mingle, 
You that mingle may. 


2 Witch. By the icking of my thumbs 
Something wicked this way comes : 


Open locks, whoever knocks. 


Enter Macbeth. 
Macb. dine nou: you ſecret, black, and midnight 


,. 
What is't you do? 5 
All. A deed without a name. 3 
Mach. I conjure you, by that which you profeſs, 
How e'er you come to know it) anſwer me. 
hough you untie the winds, and let them fight 
Againt the churches ; though the yeſty waves 


Thy felf and 


Hear his ſpeech, 
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bladed corn be lodg'd, and trees blown down, 


Though r 
—.— 
eads to their — though the treaſure | 

„ - Love oft when all together, 

Even till deſtruction ficken : * 

To what I aſk you. 

1 Witch. Speak. 

2 Wiich. Demand. 


3 Witch. We'll anſwer. | 
1 Witch. Say, if tht badſt rather hear it from r 
mouths, 
Or from our maſters? 
Mach. Call 'em ; let meſee 'em. 
I Witch. Pour in ſow's blood, that hath eaten 
Her nine farrow ; , that's ſweaten 
From the murth'rer's gibbet, throw 


or low: 
| Apparition nm 

Mach. Tell me, thou unknown Power 
1 Witch. He knows thy — 


but ſa e 
App. Macbeth ! Macbeth ! Mac uy beware "Wil [4 


Into the flame. 


All. Come hi 


| e Thane of Fed 


Deſcends . 
— art, for thy good 


Thon ſt harp d my fear aright. But one word more— 


1 Witch. He will not be commanded , here's another 
More potent than the firſt. [ Thunder. 


| Apparition of a bloody child ariſes. 


App. Macbeth! Macbeth ! Macbeth! 

Macb. Had I three ears, I'd hear thee. | 

4b. Be bloody, bold, and reſolute ; laugh to ſcorn 
pow'r of man ; for none of woman born, 

Shall harm Macbeth. [Deſcends. 


Mac b. 
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Mach. Then live, Macduff : what need] fear of thee ? 
But yet I'll make aſſurance double ſure, | 
And pod a bond of Fate ; thou ſhalt not live, 
That I may tell pale- hearted fear, it lyes; 8 
| And flep i in ſpight of thunder. | [Thunders, 


Apparition of a child crowned, with a tree in his hand, 


riſes. 
What is this, 
That riſes like the iſſue of a King, 


And wears upon his baby-brow the round 
And top of Sovercignty ? 


All. Liſten, but ſpeak not. 
App. Be lion-mettled, proud, and take no care, 
Who chafes, who frets, or where conſpirers are: 
Macbeth ſhall never vanquiſh'd be, until 


Great Birnam wood to Dunſinane's high hill 


Shall come again{t him.  [Deſeends, 
Mach. That will never be: 
Who can imprels the foreſt, bid the tree 
Unfix his earth. bound root? Sweet bodements! good 1 
Rebellious Head riſe never, till the wood 
Of Birnam riſe, and our high-plac'd Macbeth 
Shall live the leaſe of Nature, pay his breath 
To time and mortal cuſtom |!— Let my heart 
Throbs to know one thing; Tell me, (if your Art 
Can tell ſo much) ſhall Banguo's iſſue ever 
Reign in this Kingdom ? 
All. Seek to know no more. 
[The cauldron hubs into the ground, 
Macd. 1 will be fatisfy'd. Deny me this, 
And an eternal Curſe fall on you! let me know, 
Why ſinks that contivon ? and what noiſe is this ? 


1 
1 Wi tch. Sew! 
2 Witch. Shew! 
3 Witch. Shew! 
All. Shew his eyes, and grieve his heart ; 
Come like ſhadows, fo d 4 


[Eight Kings appear and paſs over in order, and Banquo; 
be laſt, with a glaſs in bis band. a 
Macb. 


. 


Jo. 
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Mach. Thou art too like the ſpirit of Banguo ; down! 
Thy crown do's fear mine eye-balls. And thy hair 


| (Thou other gold-bound brow) is like the firſt—— 


A third is like the former filthy hags ! 

Why do you ſhew me this? A fourth ?—Start eye! 
What! will the line ſtretch out to th” crack of Doom? 
Another yet? A ſeventh ! I'll fee no more 
And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glaſs, 

Which ſhews me many more; and tome I ſee, 


That twofold-balls and treble ſcepters carry. 
' Hortible fight! nay, now, I lee tis true; 


For the blood-bolter'd Banguo ſmiles upon me, 
And points at them for his. What, is this fo ? 
' 1 Witch. Ay, Sir, all this is ſo. But why 


Stands Macbeth thus amazedly ? 


Come, ſiſters, chear we up his ſprights, 
And ſhew the beſt of our delights ; 

I'll charm the Air to give a Sound, 
While you perform your antick round : 
That this great King may kindly ſay, 


Our duties did his welcome pay. [Mufeck, 


| [The Witches dance and vaniſh. 
Mach. Where are they? gone ? Leet this per- 
nicious hour, ES 


Stand ay accurſed in the kalendar! 


Come in, without there! 


Enter Lenox. 


Len. What's your Grace's will? 

Macb. Saw you the weird ſiſters? 

2m. 1, lord. 

Mach. y not by you? 

Len. No, aha my 79 5 

Mach. Infected be the air whereon they ride, 
And damn'd all thoſe that truſt them! I did hear 


The galloping of horſe. Who was't came by ? 
Lien. 2 4 


s two or three, my lord, that bring you word 

Macduff is fled to England. F a eh 88 g 
Mach. Fled to England? 
Len. Ay, my good lord. | 

Mach. Time, thou anticipat'ſt my dread exploits: 
The 


—— — . 
— 14 1 ——— x b 
_ 2 —·ð— — D 


This deed Ill do before this 


All is the fear, and nothi 
So runs 


{ pray 
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ty purpoſe never is o er- tock, 
deed go with it. From this moment, 
—_— S of mip hain ſhall be 
ings of my hand. And even now 


. 


To — thoughts with acts, be't t thought and 


The Caſtle of Macduff I will f 


| Seize upon Fife, Gre tothe ole 04? Ford 


His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate fouls 
That trace him in his line. — - amd 


But no more fights. Where te bauer, 


Come, bring me where they are. [Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to Macduifs Caftle at Fife. 
Enter Lady Macduff, ber Son, and Rolle. 


the Land? 
Roſſe. You muſt have patience, Madam. 
L. Macd. He had none; 


I. Macd. WAN had be done, to make him fly | 


His flight was madneſs; when our actions do not, 


Our fears do make us traitors. 
Roſſe. You know not, 
Wie. or his fear. 
L. Macd. Wildom ? to leave his wife, to leave his 


babes, 
His manſion, and his titles, in a place 
From whence himſelf does fly ? he loves us not, 
He wants the nat'ral touch ; for the 
The moſt diminutive of birds, . 


Her ones in her neſt, 


1 0 ce let 
As little is the wiſdom, _—_ 


inſt all reaſon. 
Zheol your BIF, bur for your huſband, 

, r ſe 2 

He's noble wiſe, | — beſt knows 
The fits o'th* ſeaſon. I foe nt tk ed far, 
But cruel are the times, when we are traitors, 

And do not know ourſelves: — — 
rom 


Roſſe. 


Fi 


e his 


ways 
„ er > yer! ge 


Bleſng upon 
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Phan when wo than, Jane mag newer 


But float a wild and violent ſea 
Each nd move. I take my leave of you ; 


at the worſt will ceaſe, or elſe climb upward 
they were before : My pretty Couſin, 


! 

I. Maca. Father ather'd he is, and yet he's fatherlefs. 
| Roſſe. I am ſo much a fool, ſhould I ſta longer, 
rr 
I take my leave at once. [Exit Roſſe. 
I. Macd. Sirrah, your father's dead, 
„ . 

Son. As birds do, Mother. 

L. Macd. What, on worms and flies? 

Sen. On what 1 get, I mean, and fo do they. 

L. Macd. Poor bird ! Thould'ſt never fear the nt, 

nor lime : 

The pit-fall, nor the gin. 

Son. 888 I, Mother? poor birds they are not 


My father is not dead, for all your Saying. | 
L. Macd. SES: We i Gen Gin 


Son, , No, n 
L. Mac gn. 1 


Son. ſell 
L. Maca. 7 12 Toy wit, and yet, 
1 


Wich wit enough for thee. 


Son. Was my father a traitor, mother? 

J. Macd. Ay, that he was. 

Son. What is a traitor ? 

L. Macd. Why, . 
Son. And be | traitors, that do ſo? | 
2 Every one, that does ſo, is 3 traitor, and 
Son, 


hang'd. 
And muſt they all be d, that ſwear and lic ? 
L. Macd. r | * 
Son. n. Who muſt hang them ? 

L. Macd, 9 * 
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Son. Then the liars and ſwearers are fools; for Py 
are liars and ſwearers enow to beat the honeſt men, and 
hang up them. 
= Macd. God help thee, poor monkey! but how wilt 
thou do for a father ? 

Sen. If he were dead, you'd weep for him: if you 
would not, it were a good ſign that I ſhould quickly have 
a new father. 

L. Macd Poor pratler ! how, thou all? 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


11e / Bleſs you, fair dame! I am not to you known, 
Though in your ſtate of honour I am perfect: 
doubt, ſome danger does approach you nearly, 
If you will take a ly man's advice 
Be not found here ; hence with your little ones. 
To fright you thus, methinks, 1 am too ſavage ; 
Jo do worſe to you were fell cruelty, 
Which is too nigh your perſon. Heav'n preſerv 
I dare abide no longer. [Exit 
I. Macd. Whither ſhould I fly? 
I've done no harm. But I remember now, 
I'm in this earthly world, where to do harm 
Is often laudable ; to do good, ſometime 
Accounted dang'rous folly. Why then, alas! 
Do I put up that womanly defence, 
To => I'd done no harm? hat are theſe faces? 


Enter Murtherers, 


Mur. Where is your huſband ? 
L. Macd. I hope in no place ſo unſanRtified, 


| Where ſuch as thou may ſt find him, | | 


Mur. He's a traitor. 

Son. Thou ly'ſt, 23 villain. - 
— _ you „ {Stabbing bim. 
| Young fry of treachery 8 

Son. He as kill'd me, mother, 


Run away, pray you. [Exit L. Macduff, ence hor tay hs 


[murtherers purſue ber. 
SCENE 


ef wy ted at y a 


we 


er. 
i 
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SCENE changes to the King of England's Palace. 


Enter Malcolm and Macduff. | 


Mat ET us ſeek out ſome deſolate ſhade, and there 


Weep our ſad boſoms empty. 
Macd. Let us rather 
Hold faſt the mortal ſword : and, like good men, 
Beſtride our downfal birth doom: each new morn, 


New widows how, new orphans cry; new forrows 


Strike heaven on the face, that it reſounds 


As if it felt with Scotland, and 7 out 


Like ſyllables of dolour. 

Mal. What I believe, I'll wail; 
What know, believe; and what I can redreſs, 
As I ſhall find the time to friend, I will. 
What you have ſpoke, it may be ſo, perchance ; 
This Rao whoſe ſole name bliſters our tongues, 
Was once thought honeſt : you have lov'd him well, 


He hath not touch'd you yet. I'm young; but ſome- 


thin 
You may — of him through me, and wiſdom 
To offer up a weak, = innocent lamb, 
T' appeaſe an angry God. 
| Macd. I am not — IGM 
Mal. But Macbeth is. 
may recoil 


A good and virtuous nature 

In an imperial Charge. | crave your pardon : Sg 

That which you are, * thoughts cannot tran 5 

Angels are bright ſtill, thoug Ache brighteſt fell 

Though all things foul would wear the brows of grace, 

Yet grace mult ſtill look fo. 
Macd. Ive loft my 
Mal. Perchance, ev'n there, where 1 did end my 

doubts. 
Why in that rawneſs left you wife and children? 
Thoſe precious motives, thoſe ſtrong knots of love, 


. | | Without leave-taking MAR, | pray you, 
Let not my jealouſies be 


your diſhonours, 
But mine own ſafeties: you may be rightly Juſt, 
Whatever! ſhall think. 

C 2 Macd. 
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'  Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor Country! 
Great „ lay thou thy Baſis ſure, | 
For g ' dares not check thee ! wear thou "OS 


His title is ald. Fare thee well, lord: 
2 a__ _— that ＋ think ſt, 
or v that's in — 
And the rich Eaſt to boot. . 
Mal. Be not offended; 
I ſpeak not as in abſolute fear of you. 
N CR ny dre wt. 
t it new day a 
— io lee wank, . 
There would be hands up lifted in my ti 
And here from gracious England have 1 
Of goodly thouſands. But for all this, 
When! Ge Thee ben, 
Or wear it on my ſword, 8 
Shall have more vices than it had beſore; 
More ſuffer, and more ſundry 3 than ever, 
By him that ſhall ſucceed. 

Macd. What ſhould he be? 

Mal. It is myſelf 1 mean, in whom I know 
All the 89 
That they ſhall be open d, black Macbeth 
Will ſeem as pure as ſnow, and the poor State 
Eſteem him as a lamb, being compar'd 
With my confineleſs harms. 

Macd. Not in the 
Of horrid hell can come a devil more damn'd 
In Evils to top Macbeth. 


matrons, your 
The citizen of mpiat; and m Deſire | 
All continent im o'er-bear, 


That did oppoſe my will. Better Macbeth, 
Than fach an one to reign. | 


Macd. —— 


39532 perprer Ar 


FFP 
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In nature is a tyranny ; it hath been 

Th' untimely emptying of the happy Throne, 

And fall of many Kings. But fear not yet 

To take upon you what is yours: you may 

Convey your pleaſures in a f plenty, f 
And yet ſeem cold, the time you may ſo hoodwink : 
We've willing Dames enough; there cannot be 


That Vulture in you to devour ſo many, 


As will to Greatneſs dedicate themſelves, 
Finding it ſo inc lin d. 

| With this, there 

In my moſt ill compos d ion, ſuck 
A ſtanchleſs Avarice, that, were I King, 
I ſbould. cut off the Nobles for their lands; 
Deſire his jewels, and this other's houſe ; 
And my more having would be as a fawce 
To —— jd ob | ws 
Quarrels unju 142 d loyal, 
Deſtroying them for wealth. 

Macd. cog 

Sticks deeper ; grows with more pernicious root 
Than ſummer-teeming luſt ; and it hath been 
The ſword of our ſlain Kings: yet do not fear; 
Scotland bath foyſons to fill up your will 
Of your mere own. All theſe are portable, 
With other graces weigh'd. 


Mal. But | have none ; the King-becoming graces, 
As juſtice, verity, temp'rance, ſtableneſs, | 
Bounty, perſev'rance, mercy, lowli 
otion, patience, courage, fortitude ; 
I have no reliſh of them, but abound 
I, , _ 
it man ay, power, c 

Pour — milk of Concord into Hell, 

Uproar the univerſal peace, confound 


All unity on earth. 


Macd Oh Scotland ! Scotland 1—— 


Mal. If ſuch a one be fit to govern, ſpeak : 
I am as I have ſpoken. e 


Macd. Fit to govern ? | 

No, not to live. Oh, nation miſerable, 

With an untitled tyrant, bloody-ſceptred ! 
25 8 


3 
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When ſhalt thou ſee thy wholeſome days again ? 
Since that the trueſt Iſſue of thy Throne 

By his own ĩnterdiction ſtands accurſt, 

And does blaſpheme his Breed. Thy royal father, 
Was a molt fainted King; the Queen, that bore thee, 
 Oftner upon her knees than on her feet, | 
Dy'd every day ſhe liv'd. Oh, fare thee well! 
Theſe evils, thou repeat'ſt upon thy ſelf 

Have baniſh'd me from Scotland. Oh, my breaſt! 
'Thy hope ends here. . 

Mal. Macau ff, this noble Paſſion, 

Child of integrity, hath from my ſoul : 
Wip'd the black fcruples ; reconcil'd my thoughts 
To thy good truth and honour. Deviliſh Macbeth 
By many of theſe trains bath ſought to win me 

Into his pow'r: and modeſt wiſdom plucks me 
From over-credulous haſte ; But God above 

Deal between thee and me; for even now 
I put my ſelf to thy direction, and 

Unſpeak mine own detraftion ; here abjure 
The taints and blames I laid upon my elf, 

Fer ſtrangers to my nature. I am yet 

Unknown to woman, never was forſworn, 

Scarcely have coveted what was mine own, 

At no time broke my faich, would not betray 

T1 be devil to his fellow, and delight | | 
No lefs in truth, than life: my firſt falſe-ſpeaking 
Was this upon my ſelf. What I am truly, 

is thine, and my poor Country's, to command : 
Whither, indeed, before they here approach, 
Old Siwvard with ten thouſand warlike men, 

All ready at a point, was ſetting forth. 
Now we'll together, and the chance of goodneſs 
Be like our warranted quarrel! Why are you ſilent ? 


Macd. Such welcome, and unwelcome things, at once, 


Tis hard to reconcile. * 
Enter a Doctor. 
ae, Vl; mar £000. Comes the King fork, 
pray you ? „ | 


Dat. : 


I>SEIGTIEISIES > 


GCnErP>>SoSm> 


Put on with holy 
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Doc. Ay, Sir; there are acrew of wretched ſouls, 
That ſtay his Cure; their malady convinces 

The great effay of Art. But at his Touch, 

| Such Fairy hath heaven given his hand Ne 
They preſently amend. [Exit, 
Mal. I thank you, Doctor. 

Macd. What's the diſeaſe he means? 
Mal. "Tis call'd the Evil; 

A moſt miraculous work in this good King, 
Wich often ſince my here-remain in England 
P've _ — he . 
_ Himſelf nows ; but ſtrange vi | 

All ſwoln and ulc'rous, pitiful to the eye, 
The mere deſpait of ſurgery, he cures ; 
Hanging a golden Stamp about their necks, 

prayers: and tis ſpoken, 

To the ſucceeding Royalty he leaves | 6 
The healing Benediction. With this ſtrange virtue, 
He hath a heavenly gift of Prophecy : PO 
And ſundry bleſſings hang about his Throne, 
That ſpeak him full of grace. | 1 


Enter Roſſe. 


Macd. See, who comes here ! 
Mal. My country man; but yet I know him not. 
Macd. My ever-gentle Couſin, welcome hither, 
Mil. I know him now. Good God betimes remove 
The means that make us ſtrangers! 
Raſſe. Sir, Amen. 
M id. Stands Scotland where it did? 
Roſſe. Alas, poor Country, 3 
Almoſt afraid to know it ſelf. It cannot 
Be call'd our Mother, but dur Grave; where nothing, 
But who knows nothing, is once ſeen to ſmile: 
Where ſighs and groans, and ſhrieks that rend the air 
Are made, not mark'd , where violent ſorrow ſeems 
A modern ecſtaſie: the dead-man's Knell 
Is there ſcarce aſk'd, for whom: and good mens lives 
Expire before the flowers in their caps ; 
Dying, or ere they ſicken. | 
Macd, Oh, relation 


8 Too 
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Too nice, and yet too true! 

Mal. What's the neweſt grief? 

Roſſe. That of an hours age doth ib th ſpeaker, 
Each minute teems a new one. 

Matd. How does my wife ? 

Refſe. Why, well 

_ And all — children? 


% The wa 
Neſſe. 2 


neg. Merle, Nabe, "mod the tidings 
Koſſe. n 1 came to tranſport , 
with” I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour 
Of many worthy fellows that were out, 
Which was to my belief witneſs'd the rather, 
For that I faw the T s Power a-foot; 
Now is the time of help; your eye in Scotland 
Would create ſoldiers, Cod make women fight, 
To doff their dire diſtreſſes. 
— Mal. Be't their comfort 
We're coming thither : gracious England hath 
Lent us 1 55 
An older, and a better ſoldier, none 
1 ives out. 
Would, I could anſwer 
1 like ! But I have words, 
That would be howl'd out in the deſart air, 
Where Hearing ſhould not catch them. 
Macd. What concern they ? 
The gen'ral Cauſe ? or is it a free grief, 
Due to ſome ſingle breaſt ? 
Reſſe. No mind, that's honeſt, 
Bu in it ſhares ſome woe; though the main part 
Pertains to you alone. 
Macd. If it be mine, 
| Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 
Roſſe. Let not your ears deſpile my tongue for ever, 
I SI Sons wth the heavieſt Sound, 
Ihat ever yet they heard. 
Macd. Hum ! 14 
Roſſe. Your Caſtle is ſurpriz'd, your wiſe and babes 


davagely 


LOO „e 


eee 1 
your ſpeech: how goes itꝰ 1 


DT 2 
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Savagely ſlaughter d; to relate the manner, 
Were on the quarry of theſe murther d deer 
To add the death of you. ws 
Mal. Mercitul heav'n ! 3 5 
What, man ! ne'er pull your hat upon your brows ; 
Give ſorrow words; the grief, that does not ſpeak, 
Whiſpers the o'er-fraught heart, and bids it break. 
| Macd. My children too! 
Roſſe. — Servants, all that could be 


Macd. And I muſt be from thence! my wiſe kill d 


Let's make us med'cines of our great Revenge, 
To cure this deadly grief. | 8 
Macd. He has no children. All my pretty ones? 
Did you ſay all? what all? oh, hell-kite! all? 
What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam, 
At one fell ſwoop ? —_—_— | 
Mal. Diſpute it like a man. 
Macd. I ſhall do fo: 
But I muſt alſo feel it as a man. 
I cannot but remember ſuch things were, 
That were moſt precious to me: did heav'n look on, 
And would not take their part? ſinful Macduff, 
They were all ſtruck for thee ! naught that I am, 
Not for their own demerits, but for mine, 
Fell laughter on their ſouls: heav'n reſt them now! 
Mal. Be this the whetſtone of your ſword, let gii:t 
Convert to wrath : blunt not the heart, enrage it. 
Macd. O, I could play the woman with mine eyes, 
And braggart with my tongue. But, gentle heav n! 
Cat ſhort all intermiſſion : front to front, 
— this fiend of Scotland and my ſelf; 
Within my ſword's length ſet him, if he ſcape, 
Then heav'n forgive him too 5 . 
Mal. This tune goes manly : £ 
Come, go we to the King, our Power is ready ; 
Our lack is nothing but our leave. Macbeth 
b ripe for ſhaking, and the Powers above Re. 
C 5 Put 
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Put on their inſtruments. Receive what cheer you may; 
The night is long, that never finds the day. 


 [Exeunt. — 1 


©22000202530;200002003000 
. 

SC EN E, an Anti- chamber in Macbeth's Cafile. 
nur a Dodlor of Phyjich, and a Gentlewoman. 


 Docronr. 
HAVE two nights watch'd with you, but can 
perceive no truth in your report. When was it, the 
laſt walk d? 

Gent. Since his majeſty went into the field, 1 have ſeen 
her riſe from her bed, throw her night-gowa upon her, 
unlock her cloſer, take forth paper, told it, write upon't, 
read it, afterwards ſeal it, and again return to bed; 20 
all this while in a moſt faſt ileep. 

Dee. A great perturbation in nature! to receive at 


once the benefit of ſeep, and do the effects of watching. 


In this flumbry agitation, beſides her walking, and other 


— performances, what (at any time) have yuu heard 
r ſay 


— That, Sir, which I will not report after her. 


Det. You may to me, and tis moſt meet you ſhould. | 


Gent. Neither to you, nor any one, Roving = no Wit- 
nets to confirm my ſpeech. 


Enter Lacy Macbeth ith a taper. 


' Lo, you here ſhe comes: this is her very guiſe, and, 


upon my life, faſt aſleep ; obterve her, ſtand cloſe. 
Dock. How came ſhe by that light ? 


Gent. Why, it food by her: the bas hight by hr con 8 


tinually, tis her command. 
Dee. Vou ſee, her eyes are open, 
Cent. Au. but their ſenſe is ſhut. 


Def. What is it ſhe does now ? look, how ſhe rubs 
her hands, 


Gent. 


It 


5 now? what, will theſe hands ne'er be chan? 
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Gent. It is an accullom'd action with her, to ſeem 

thus waſhing her hands: I] have known her to continue 
in this a quarter of an hour. 


Lady. Vet here's a ſpot. 
Dock. Hark, ſhe ſpeaks. I will ſet down what comes 


from her, to ſatisfie my remembrance the more ſtrongly. 


Lady. Out! damned ſpot ; out, I fay————one; 
two; why then, tis time to do't hell is murky. | 


Fie, my lord, fie, a ſoldier, and afraid ? what need we 
' fear who knows it, when none can call our power to ac- 
count? — et who would have thought the * man to 
have had fo much blood in him ? 


Doc. Do you mark that? 

Lady. The Thane of Fife had a wife; where i 15 TR 
no 

more 0'that, my lord, no more o that: you marr all with | 


this ſtarting. | 
— Go to, go to; you have known what you ſhould 


* She has ſpoke what ſhe ſhould not, I am ſure of 


that : heav'n knows, what ſhe has known. 


Lady. Here's the ſmell of the blood ſtill: all the per- 
2 - Aral ia will not ſweeten this little hand. Oh! 

oh! 

Dod. What a ſigh is there ? the heart is forely charg'd. 
Cent. I would not have ſuch a heart in my — 
for the IT of the whole body. 

Deck. Well, well, well 

Gent. Pray God, i it be, Sir. 

De#. This diſcaſe is beyond my practice: yet I have 
known thoſe which have walkt in their ſleep, who have 
ded holily in their beds. 

Lacy. Waſh your hands, put on your night-gown, 


book not ſo pale I tell you yet again, Banquo $ de 


ried ; he cannot come out of his Grave. 
Dag. Even ſo? 
Lady. To bed; to bed; there end the gate; 


come, come, come, come, give me your hand: whats 


done, cannot be undone. To bed, to bed, to bed. 


[Exit Lady. 
Dod. Will ſhe go now t9 bed ? 


Gent, DireRly. 3 
* 
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Doc. Foul whiſp'rings are abroad; unnat tal deeds | 
Do breed unnat'ral troubles. Infected minds 

To their deaf pillows will diſc their ſecrets. 
More needs ſhe the Divine, than the Phyſician. 
God, God, forgive us all! Look after her. 
Remove from her the means of all annoyance, 
And till keep eyes upon her; fo, good night. 
My mind ſhe'as mated, amaz'd my fight. 
I think, but dare not ſpeak. 

Gent. Good — good Dod or. 
[Exeunt: 


SCENE changes to a Field, with a IWood at a diſtance. 


Enter Menteth, Cathneſs, Angus, Lenox, and Soldiers. 
Men — Engliſh Power . 


colm, 
good Macduff. 


His uncle Sicvard, and the 
* —— Ren 
to leeding alarm 
Excite the mortified man. — 
Ang. Near Birnam wood 
Shall we well meet them; that 


way are 


Cath. Who knows, if 232 be wi 2 | 


Len. For certain, Sir, he is not: 2 
Of all the Gentry; there is Si-aruls ſon, 
And many unrough youths, that even now | 
Proteſt their firſt of manhood. 
Ment. What does the tyrant ? 
Cath. Great Dunſþnane he ſtrongly fortifies ; 
Some ſay, he's mad: others, that leſſer . 
ali. it 'valiant fury: but for certain, 
e cannot buckle his diſtemper d Cauſe 
ithia the belt of Rule. 
As. Now do's he feel 
His ſecret murthers ſticking on his 5 
Now minutely Revolts upbraid his faith breach; 
Thoſe, he commands, move only in command, 
Nothing in love; now does he feel his Title 
Hang tooſe about him, like a giants robe 
Upon a dwarfiſh thief, 


2 
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Ment Who then ſhall blame 
His pe(ter'd ſenſes to recoyl, and ſtart, 
: When al that is within him docs condemn 
It ſelf, for being there? | 
| Cath. Well, march we on, 
To give obedience where tis truly ow 
Meet we the med cine of the fickly Wel. 
And with him pour we, in our Country 3 purge, 
Each drop of us. 
Len. Or fo much as it needs, 
To dew the fovereign flower, and drown the weeds. TE 
Make me our March towards Birnam. [Exeunt. 


SCENE, the Cofileof Duxsinaxe. 
Enter Macbeth, Docter and Attendants. 


6: 


Mach, TIRING me a6 mace Report, lt them Gy 


_ 'Till Birnam wood remove to Dunſinane, 
I cannot taint with fear. What's the boy Malcolm ? 
Was he not born of woman? Spirits, that know ꝰ 
All mortal conſequences, have pronounc d it: 
Feat not, Macbeth; no man, that's born of 
Shall e er have power upon thee. — "Then fly, 
Nod ie nes, 5 
mingle with the Engli Epicures. 
Lin by, * heart I bear, 
—— ſagg with doubt, nor ſhake with fear. 


Enter a Servant. 


The devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac'd lown! | 
Where got ſt thou that gooſe-look ? 
Ser. I here are ten thouſand _ 
Mach. Geefe, villain? 
Ser. Soldiers, Sir. 
Mach. Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy fear, 
Thou lily-liver'd boy. W hat loldiers, patch ? 
Death of thy ſoul! thoſe linen cheeks of thine 
Are counſellors to fear. What ſoldiers, whey-face 7 


Ser. 2 ſo pleaſe you. 


Macs. 
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Aach. Take thy face hence —Seyton I am ſick at 
heart. | 

When I behold . Sers I fay ! — this puſh 
W ill cheer me ever, or difea'e ine now. | 
I have liv'd long enough: my way of life | 
Is fall'n into the Sear, the yellow lcaf : | 
And that, which thouk! accompany old age, . 
As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 

l mutt not look to have: but, in their ſtead, 

Curſes not loud but deep, mouth-honour, breath, 
W hich the poor heart would fun deny, and dare not. 

— 155 


e N e 
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Enter Seyton. 


Sey. What is your gracious pleafure ? 5 E 
2 2c. What news more ? ol b 
All is confitm d. my lord. which was reported = 
Wa, Tu fight, till from m/ bones my £291 be hacks: | 4 
Give me my armour. 1 
Sey. Tis not needed yer. 
Mech. Vil put it on. 
Send out more horles, ſ. irre the country round ; 
Hang thoſe that tax of iear. Give me mine armour. 
How do's your Patient, Doctor? 
Dc. Not ſo lick, my lord, 
As the is troubled with 8 fancic e, 
That keep her from her Reſt. 
Much. Cure her of that: 
Canit thou not miniſter to a mind diſeas'd, 
Pluck from the memory a rooted forrow, | 1 
Raze out the written troubles of the biain; * 
And, with ſome iweet oblivious an: idote, | ; 
Cleante the ftut?d boſom of that perilous ſtuff, 
Which weighs upon the heart ? 
ö Doc. Therein the Patient 
A Muſt miniſter unto himſelf. 'Y 
= Macb. Throw phyſick to the dogs, Fil none of iti _ 
1 Come, put my armour on; giye me my ſtaff: 3 
Seyton, ſend out, Doctor, the Thanes fly ** me 
Come, Sir, diſpatch If thou could'tt, Doctor, caſt 
The water of my Lane, bad ber Gſeaſe, i 


W 


— 
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And purge it to a ſound and priftine health ; 

would applaud thee to the very Echo, 

That ſhould applaud again. PuiPr oi, I. JV — 
What rhubarb, ſenna, or what purgutive drug, 
Would ſcour theſe Engiifh hence! hear'tt thou of them ? ? 


Docf. Ay, my good lord ; your royal Preparation 
Makes us hear ſomethin z. 


Mach. Bling it after me; 

I will not be afraid of death and bane, 

Til Birnam foreſt come to Dunſinanc, 
| Dock. Were | from Dun/:inane aw ay, and clear, | 


Profit again ſhould ha:diy draw me here. [Exeunt, | 


SCENE changes 15 bam Mood. 


Enter Malcolm, Sive ud. Macduff, Siward's San, Menteth, 
E 6 Cathnels, Angus, ar jul. ers marching. 


Mal. FNOUSINS, I hope, the days are near at hand, 
| That chambers will be fate. 
Mint. We doubt it nothing. 
Siu. What wood is this before us? 
Ant. The wood of Birnam. 
Ml. Let every ſoldier hew him don a bough, 
And bear't before him, thereby ſhall we ſhadow 
The numbers of our Hoſt, and make difcov'ry 
E:r in report of us 
Sold. It ſhall be done 
St. We learn no other, but the en tyrant 
Keeps flill in Dunſinane, and will endu: e 
Our letting down betore't. 
Mal. I'is his main hope: 
For where there is advantage to be given, 
Both more and leſs have given him the Revolt ; 
And none ſerve with him but conſtrained 3 
Whole hearts are abſent too. 
Nac. Let our juſt cenſures 5 
| Attend the true event, and put we on 
Induſtrious Soldicrſhip. 
Siu. The time approaches, | 
That will with due deciſion make us know | 
What we ſhall ſay we have, and what we owe: 
Thoughts 


CU —B— — = 
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Thoughts ſpeculative their unſure hopes relate * 

But certain iſſue Strokes muſt arbitrate : 

Towards which, advance war. [Exeunt marching. 
SCENE changes to the Caſile of Dunſinane. 


Enter Macbeth, Seyton, and Soldiers vith drums and 


colours. 


Mach. [FANG out our banners on the outward wall; 
0 —_— is (ill, they come. our — 


e . Here let chem lye, 


ill famine and the ague eat them up: 


Were they not forc'd with thoſe that would be ours, 

We might have met them dareful, beard to beard, 

And beat them backward home. What is that notte? 
8 j [A cry within of women. 

Sey. It is of women, lord. 

Mach. I eve nel forgot Fed. wy of fears: 
The time has been, my ſenſes would have cool'd 
To hear a night-ſhriek ; and my fell of hair 
Would at a diſmal treatiſe rouze and tir, 

As life were int. I have ſupt full with horrors ; 
Direneſs, familiar to my ſlaughꝭ rous thoughts, 
Cannot once ſtart me. Where ore was that cry ? 

Sey. The Queen, my Lord, is dead. 
| Mich. She ſhould have dy'd hereafter ; 

There would have been a tune for ſuch a word. 
To morrow, and to morrow, and to morrow, 
Creeps in this pace from day to day, 

To 8 laſt Frlable of re of recorded time ; 
And all our yeſterdays have lighted fools 

The way to duſty death. Out, out, brief candle 1 
Life's has a walking ſhadow, a poor Player, 
That ſtruts and frets his hour upon the Stage, 
And then is heard no more! It is a tale, 
Told by an idiot, full of found and fury, 


_ Signifying nothing! 
Enter a M. ſenger. 


Thou com ſt to uſe thy tongue: th ick 
Mef. My gracious lord, 0 1 


Upon the next tree ſhalt thou | 
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1 ſhould report That which, I fay, I faw, 
But know not how to do't. 


© Mach. Well ſay it, Sir. 


Meſ. As I did Rand my watch upon the hill, 


I looked towards Birnam, and anon, methought, 
| The wood began to move. 


Mach. Liar, and ſlave l FP [Seriking bim. 

Meſ. Let me endure your wrath, if't be not ſo: 
Within this three mile may you ſee it coming; 
] fay, a moving grove. | 5 

Mach. If thou ſpeak ſt falſe, 


hang alive, | 
ill famine cling thee: If thy ſpeech be ſooth, 
I care not if thou doſt for me as much. 


1 ho $0 pm and begi - 
o doubt th' equivocation of the fiend, EMEA 


That lies like truth. © Fear not, till Birnam wood 
« Do come to Dunſi nano. and now a wood 
Comes toward Dunſinane. Arm, arm, and out! 

If this, which he avouches does appear, + 


Tbere is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here. 

I' to be © fe oa, | | 
And wiſh, the o th' world were now undone. 
n 


» we'll die with harneſs on our back [Exeunt. 
SCENE befire Dunſinane. 


Enter Malcolm, Siward, Macduff, and their Army 


Mal. UW, aw enough, your leafy ſcreens throw 


own, 
And ſhew like thoſe you are. You (worthy uncle) 


Shall with my couſin, your right-noble ſon, 


Lead your firit batile. Brave Macduff and we 


Shall take upon's what elſe remains to do, 
According to our order. 
Si. Fare you well: | 
Do we but find the Tyrant's Power to night, 
Let us be beaten if we cannot fight. 


Macd. 
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Macd. 4 all our trumpets ſpeak, give them all 
| brea | 
Thoſe clam'rous harbingers of blood and death. 


[Exeunt, 


[Alarums continued. 


| Tater Macker. 


Mach. They've ty'd me to a ſtake, I cannot fly 
But, bear-like, I muſt fight the courſe, What's he, 

That was not born of woman? ſuch a one 
Am to fear, or none. | 


Enter young Siward. 


Ye. Si. What is thy name ? 
Mach. Thou'lt be afraid to hear it. 
Ye. Siu. No: though thou call t thy ſelf a hotter 


name, 
Than any is in hell. - 

Mach. My name's Macbeth. 

Yo. Siew. © devil himſelf could not pronounce a 


More hate ul to mine ear. 
Mach. No, nor more fearful. a 
2. Fon lieſt, abhorred Tyrant ; with my 
w 
Fl! prove the lie thou ſpeał ſt. 
[Fight, and Youngs Siward' ſlain. 
Nich. Thou waſt born of womrn ; 
But ſwords I ſmile at, weapons laugh to ſcorn, 
Biandiſh d by man that's of a woman born. [Exit 


Alarums, Enter Macduff. 


Macd That way the noiſe is: Tyrant, ſhew thy face; 2 


If thou be'ſt ſlain, and with no ſtr of mine. 
My wife and children's ghoſts will haunt me ſtill. 
1 cannot ſtrike at wretched Kernes, whole arms 
Are hir'd to bear their ſlaves: Or thou Macbeth, 
Or elſe my ſword with an unbatter'd edge 
I ſheath again undeeded. T here thou ſhould'ſt be—— 


By 


„ 


22 
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4: great clatter, of g eateſt | 
2 Lit we find Mes, — 5 
And more I beg not. [Exit Alarum. 


Enter Malcolm, and Siward. 


Siu. This way, my lord, the Caſtle's gently rendet d: 
The e people on both ſides do fight 


The noble Thanes do bravely in the war ; 


| The day almoſt itſelf profeſſes yours, 


And little is to do. 
Mal. We've met with foes, 


| That ftrike beſide us. 


Si. Enter, Sir, the Caſtle. 1 | 9 9 


Enter Macbeth. 
| Mach. Why ſhould I play the Roman fool, and die 


On mine own ſword ? whillt I fee lives, the gaſhes 


Do better upon them. N 
To bim enter Macduſ. 


Macd. Turn, hell-hound, turn. D 
. _ Of all 2 _ : have —_— thee L 
t get thee back, my ſoul is too much charg'd 
With blood of thine y. 880 
Macd. Vve no Words; 
My voice is in my ſword! thou bloodlier villain, 
Than terms can give thee out. : 
Fight. Alarum. 


Mach. Thou loſeſt labour; 
As eaſie may ſt thou the intrenchant air 5 
With thy keen ſword impreſs, as make me bleed: 
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable creſts, 


bear a charmed lite, which mutt not yield 


To one of woman born. 

Macd. Deſpair thy charm ! 3 . 
And let the angel, whom thou ſtill haſt ſerv d. 
Tell thee, Mac du ff was from his muther's womb 


Untimely ripp d. 
| - Macd. 


And 


The which no ſooner had his 
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Mach. Accurſed be that tongue, that tells me fo 
For it hath cow'd my better part of man : 
And be theſe jugling fiends no more believ'd, 
That rere 
. 
And break it to our hope! I'll not ſight with thee. 
Macd. Then yield thee, coward, 
And live to be the ſhew, and gaze o th' time 
We'll have thee, as our rarer monſters are, 
Fainted upon a pole, and under-writ 
* Here may you ſee the tyrant. 
Mach. I will not yield 
To kiſs the ground before you Malcolar's feet : 
And to be baited with the r 's Curſe. 
Th Birnam wood be come to Dunſinane, 
„ oppos d, be of no woman born, 
Yet I will try the laſt. Before my body 
I throw my warlike ſhield. Lay on, Macduff; 
Aud dnn be he, that firſt cries, hold, enough. 


1 Jarokg: Alurum. (| 
Retreat and Flouriſh. Enter with Drum and Colours, 


Malcolm, Siward, Roſſe, Thanes, and Soldiers. 


Mal. 1 would, the friends, we miſs, were ſafe arriv'd 
Siu. Some muſt go off: and yet by theſe I ſee, 
So great a day as this is cheaply bought. 
Mat. Macduff is miſſing, and your noble ſon. 
Roſſe. Your fon, my lord, has paid a ſoldier's debt 3 
He only liv'd but till he was a man, | 
prow'ſs confirm'd, 
In the unſhrinking ſtation where he fought, 
But like a man be dy'd. 

Sw. Then is he dead? 


_ Ay, and brought of the field : your cauſe of 


ſorrow 
Muſt not be meaſur d by his worth, for then 
It hath no end. 
Siu. Had he his hurts before ? 

Roſſe. Ay, on the front. 

Siw. Why then, God z ſoldier be he! 
Had I as many ſons as 1 have hairs, 


rr, 


1 would not wiſh them to a fairer death: 


- Th' Uſurper' 


(on, os Wo dy ſelf and violent 
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And ſo his knell is knoll'd. 
Mal. He's worth more ſorrow, 
And that I'll ſpend for him. 
Sia He's worth no more; 
They faid he parted well and paid his ſcore. 


So, God be with him! Here comes newer comfort. 


Enter Macduff, with Macbeth's bead. 
| Macd. Hail, King! for ſo thou art. Behold where 


$ with wh * time is free: 
I ſee thee compaſt with thy Kingdom's Peers, 
That my ſalutation in their minds: 
Whoſe voices I deſire aloud with mine. 
Hal, King of Scotland“ 

- _ uy of 1 [Flouriſh. 

e ſhall not a expence of 

Before we reckon with our — _ 
And make us even with you. Thanes and 


Shu be Bute. oe fot that ever Breck > 
In ſuch an honour nam'd. What's wwvre to do, 


22 with the time, 
Thar fl the fo — has cheend, 
That 


Of this dead — and his fiend-like Q 


forth the cruel miniſters 


off her life ; this, age what needful elſe 
That calls upon us by the grace of Grace, 


We vill perform in meaſure, time and place. 


So thanks to all at once, and to each one, 


Whom we invite to ſee us crown d at Scone. 
OO [Bhourifh. Exeunt omnes. 
FINIS. 
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